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TO THE 


K IN G. 
SIR, _ | 
Fter the delivery of your Royal Father’s 
, Perfon into the Hands of the Army, 
[undertaking to the Queen Mother, that I 
would find fome means to get accefs to bim, 
Ihe was pleafed to fend me, and by the help 
of Hugh Peters J got my admittance, and 
coming well inftrutted from the Queen (his 
Majety having been long kept in the Dark) © 
be was pleafed to difcourfe very freely with 
me of the whole ftate of bis Affairs: But, 
Sir, I will not launch into a Hiftory, inftead 
of an Epiftle. One Morning waiting on bim 
at Caufham, fmiling upon me, he faid be 
could tell me fome news of my felf, which was, 
that behad feen fome Verfes of mine the Even- 
ing before (being thofe to Str R.. Fanfhaw) 
A 2 and 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 

and asking me when I made them, I told him 
twa or three years fince; be was pleafed to 
fay, that baving never feen tkem before, He 
was afraid I bad written them fince my re- 
turninto England, and though he liked them 
well, he would advife me to write no more, 
alledging , that when Men are young, and 
have little elfe to do, they might vent the o- 
wer-flowings of their Fancy that way, but 
when they were thought fit for more ferious 
Employments, if they ftill perfijted in that 
courfe, it would look, as if they minded not 
the way to any better. | 

Whereupon I ftood corrected as long as I 
had the honour to wait upan him, and at bi 
departure from Hampton Court, be was 
pleafed ta command me to ftay privately at 
London, to fend to nim and recetve from 
bim all bis Letters from and ta all bis Corre- 
fpondents at bome and abroad, and I was fur- 
nifht with nine feveral Cyphers in order ta 
it : Which truft I performed with great fafety 
to the perfons with mwbom we correfponded ; 
but abcut.nine montbs after being difcovered 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 

by their knowledge of Mr. Cowley’s band, I 
happily efcaped both for my [elf , and thofe 
that beld correfpondence with me; that time 
was too bot and bufte for fuch idle fpeculaté- 
ons, but after I bad the good fortune to wait 
upon your Majefty in Holland and France, 
you were pleajed fometimes to give me argu- 
ments to divert and - off the evil bours of 
our banifhment, which now and then fell not 

Sbort of your AMajefties expectation. | 
After, when your Majefty departing from 
St. Germainsto Jerfey, was pleafed freely 
(without my asking) to confer upon me that 
place wherein I have now the honour to ferve 
you, I then gave over Poetical lines, and 
made it my buftnefs to draw {uch others as 
might be more feruiceable to your Majefty, and 
I hope more lafting. Since that time Inever 
difobeyed my old Mafter’s commands till this 
Summer at the Wells, my retirement there 
tempting me todivert thofemelancholy thoughts, 
which the new apparitions of Foreign. inva- . 
ion, and domeftich difcontent gave ws: But 
thefe clouds being now bappily blown over, 
| | and 


| The Epiftle Dedicatory. _ 
and our Sun cleerly fhining out again, I have 
recovered the relapfe, it being fufpetted that 
it would have proved the Epidemical difcafe 
of Age, whichis apt to fall back intothe fol- 
lies in Youth; yet Socrates, Ariftotle, and 
Cato did the fame, and Scaliger faith, that 
Fragment of Ariftotle, mas beyond anything 
that Pindar or Homer ever wrote. I will 
not call this.a Dedication, for thofe Epifiles 
are commonly greater abfurdities than any that 
come after; for what Author can reafonably 
believe, that fixing the great name of fome 
eminent Patron in the forebead of bis Book can 
charm away cenfure, and that the firft Leaf 
Should be a Curtain to draw over and bide all 
the Deformities that ftand bebind it? neither 
have I any need of fuch fbifts, for moft of 
the parts of this body bave already bad Your 
Majefties view, and having paft the Teft o 
fo clear and fharp-fighted a ‘fudgment, whic 
has as good a Title to grve Law in Matters 
= 4 ‘this Nature as in any other, they who 
fhall prefume to diffent from your Mayefty, 
will do more wrong to thetr own — 
than 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 

than their Fudgment can do to me: And for. 
thofe latter Parts which have not yet receé- 
ved Your Majefty’s favourable A pet, if 
they who have feen them: do not flatter me 

(for I dare not truf? my own Judgment) they 
will make it appear, that it is not with me as 
with moft of mankind, who never forfake their 
darling vices, till their vices forfake them ; 
and that this Divorce was not F rigiditatis 
caula, but an A& of Choice, and not of Neo 
ceffity. Therefore, Sir, I fhall only call it an 
bumble Petition, that Your Majefty will i 


_ to pardon this new Amour to my old Miftrefs, 


and my difobedience to bis C ommands, to whofe 
memory I look up with great Reverence and 
Devotion, and making a ferious reflection up- 
on that wife Advice, it carries. much greater 
weight with it now, than when it was given, 
for when Age and Experience has fo ripened 
Mans difcretion as to make it fit for ufe, either 
in private or publick Affairs y nothing blafts 
and corrupts the fruit of it fo much as the 
empty, airy reputation of being Nimis Po- 
eta, and therefore I fhall take my leave 


of 


The Epiftle Dedicatory. 
of the Mufes, a two of my Predeceffors did, | 
_ faying 


-Splendidis longum vale dico nugis 
Hic verfus & cetera ludicra pono. 
Your Majefties moft Faithful 
and loyal SubjeGt, and moft 
dutiful and devoted Servant 


Jo. Denbam. 


Coopers Hill. 
Ure there are Poets which did never dream 
| Upon Parzaffus, nor did tafte the ftream 

Of Helicon, wetherefore may fuppofe 
Thofe made‘not Poets, but the Poets thote. 
Andas Courts make not Kings,but Kings the Court; | 
89 where the Muies and their Train refort, _ 
Parnaffus ftands; if I canbe to thee 
A Poet, thou Parzaffus art to me, 
Nor wonder, if (advantag’d in my flight, 
By taking wing from thy aufpicious height) 
; Through untrac’t ways and aery pathis I flie, 
More Botindlefs in my Fancy than my Eye: . 
| P | My 


@ 


(2) 

My Fye,which fwift as Thought contraéts the {pace 
That lies between, and firft falutes the place 
Crown’d with that facred pile, fo vaft fo high, 
That whether ’tis a-part of Earth, or Sky, 
Uncertain feems, and may be thought a proud 
Afpiring Mountain, or defcending Cloud, 
Peul’s, the lateT heme of fuch aMufe* whofe fight — 
Has bravely reach’t and foar’d above thy height : 

Now shalt thou ftand tho Sword,or Time,or Fire, 
Or Zeal more fierce then they, thy fall confpire, 
Secure, whilft thee the beft of Poets fings, — 
Preferv’d from ruine by the beft of Kings. 
Under his proud furvey the City lies, 
And like a mift beneath a hill doth rife ; (Crowd | 
Whofe State and Wealth, the Bufinefs and the 
Scems at this diftance but a darker Cloud: 
And is to him who rightly things efteems, - 
No other in effect than what it feems: 


t : ‘ 
WM, Where: 


(3) 

Where, with like halte, tho fevveral v ways they run 

Sortie to undo, and fotiie to be undone ; 7 

While Luxury, and Wealth, like War and Peace; 

Ate each the others ruine, dind increafé ‘ 

As Rivers loft in Séas, fome fecret Vein 

Therice réconveys, there to be loft again: 

Oh Happinefs of {weet retit?d Content! 

To be at once fecure, and Innocent: 

* Windfor tlie next (whiere Mars with Venue 
dwells, 

Beauty with ftrength) above the Valley fwells 

Into my Eye, and doth it felf prefent | 

With fuch an eafie and uaforc’t afcent, 

That no ftupendious’ precipice denies 

Accefs; no horror turns away our Byes : 

But fuch a Rife, ds doth at once invite 


A pleafure, and a reverence from the fight. 


* winkstr, 


» Bz. Thy 


(4) 

Thy mighty Mafters Emblem, in whofe face 
Sate Meeknefs, heightned with Majeftick Grace, 
Such feems thy gentle height; made only proud 
To be the bafis of that pompous load, -. 
Than which, a.nobler weight no Mountain bears, 
But Atlas only which fupports the Sphears._- 
When Natures hand this ground did thus advance, . 
"Twas guided by a wifer Power than Chance ; 
Mark’t out for fuch an ute, as if? cwere meant 
T” invite the B uilder and his choice prevent. - 
Nor can we call it choice, when what we chufe, | 
Folly, or Blindnefs only could refirle. | 
A Crown of fuch Majeftick Tow’rs doth grace 
TheGods great Mother, when her heavenly Race — 
Do homage to her, yet fhe cannot boaft 
Amongft that numerous, and Celeftial Hoft, 
More Vievee; than can Windfor, nor doth Fames. - 
Immortal Book record more neble Names. 

a. CNGt 


(5) 

Not tolook back fo far, to whom this Ile 
Ows the firft Glory of fo bravea Pile, is 
Whether to »Cefar, Albanatt, or Brute, 
- The Britifh Arthar, or the Danif Kpute, 
(Tho this of old no lefs conteft did move, 
Then when for Homer? s Birth feven Cities rove) 
(Like him: in’ Birth, thou thould’tt be like i in 

Fame, | 
As thine his Fate, if mine had been his Flame). | 
But whofoe’er it wa Tt ature defign’d mer ee 
Firit a brave place; and then‘as brave a mind, | 
Not to recount thofe feveral Kings, to whom 
It gave a Cradle, or to whom a Tomb, | 
But thee’ (great * Edward) and thy’ greater Son, 
ca Lillies which his Father wore, he. — 


* Edward HI. and the Black Prince, 


=: Ce 6p ae 
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(6) 
And thy + Befozs, who the Confort came 
Not only to thy Bed, but to thy Fame, 
She tothy Triumph led one Captive .. King, — 
_ And brought that Son,which did the fecond bring, — 
Then didft thou found that Order (whether love 
Or Victory thy Royal thoughts did move). 
Fach was anoble caufe, and nothing les - 
Than the defign, has been the great fuccefs ;, 
Which foreign Kings, and Emperors efteem. 
The fecond Honour to their Diadem. 
Had thy great Deftiny but giv’n ghee skill, 
To know as well, as power to att her will, 
That from thofe Kjngsywho then thy Captives were, 
In after- times fhould {pring a Royal pair 
Who fhould pofless all that thy.mighty power, 
Or thy defires more mighty, did devour; 


/ 


4 veen Phil 
Yen he ri of France and Scoslend. 


ee, 
Towhom their better Fate referves what e’er 
The Vi€tor hopes for, ‘or the Vanquifht fear ; 
That blood,which thouand thy great Grandfir fhed, 
And all that fince thefe fifter Nations bled, 
Had been unfpilt, had happy Edward known 
That all the blood he fpilt, had been his own. 
When he that Patron chofe, in whom are joyn’d 


Soldier and Martyr, and his Arms confin’d, 


Within the Azure Circle, he did feem 

But to foretel, and prophefie of him, 

Who tohis Realms that Azure round hath joyn’d, 

Which Nature for their bound at firft defign’d. 

That bound,which to the Worlds extreamef? ends, 

Endlefs it felf, it’s liquid Arms extends ; 

Nor doth he need thofe Emblems which we paint, 

But is himfelf the Soldier and the Saint. 

Here fhould my worider dwell, and here my praife, 

But my fixe thoughts my wandring Eye betrays 
'B 4 _ Viewing 


(8) 

Viewing a neighbouring Hill, whofe top of late 
A Chappel crown’d, tilin the Common Fate, 
The adjoyning Abby fell:, (may nofuch Storm | 
Fall on our times, where ruine muft reform.) 
Teli me, (my Mufe) what Monftrous dire 

Offence, | 
What crime could any Chriftien King incenfe 
Tofuch a Rage? Was’t Luxury, or Lutt? 
Was he fo Temperate, fo Chaft, fo Juft? 
Siete thefe their Crimes? They were his own 

much more : 

But Wealth is Cr:nic cncugh to him that’s poar, 
Who having fpenr the Treafures of his Crown, 
Condemns thei: Luxury to feed his own. 
Aad yet this AQ, to varnifho’er the fhame 
OF Sacrilege, muit bear Devotions Name. _ 
‘No Crime f bold, but would be underftood 
A real, or at leaft a {ceming good. 

pa ee, Wh 


(9) 

Who fears not to doill, yet fears the Name, 

- And free from Confcience, isa flave te Fame. 
Thus he the Church at once proteéts, and fpoils. 
But Princes Swords are fharper than their Stiles. 
And thus to th’ Ages paft he makes amends, - 
Their Charity deftroys, their Faith defends. _ 
Then did Religion in a lazy Cell, " 
Inempty, airy Contemplations dwell; 
And like the block, unmoved lay: but ours, © 
Asmuch too active, like the Stork devours. 

Is there no temperate Region can be known, 

Betwixt their Frigid, and our Torrid Zone? 
Could we not wake from that Lethargick Dream 
But to be reftlefs jn a worfe extream? 

And for that Lethargy was there no cure, . 

But to be caft into a Calenture ? 

Can knowledge have no bound, but muft advaace 
80 far to make us with. for Ignorance? | 


(10) 
And rather in the dark to grope our way, 
Than led by a falfe guideto err by day? 
Who feas thefe difmal heaps, but would demand 
What barbarous Invader fackt the Land ? 
But whea he hears, no Goth, no Turk did bring 
This Defolation, but a Chriftien King ; 
When nothing, but the Name of Zeal appears 
*T wixt our beft A€tions and the worft of theirs, 
What does he think our Sacrilege would fpare, 
When fuch th’ effects of our Devotions are? 
Parting from thence ’twixt Anger, Shame and Fear, 
Thofe for what’s paft,and this for what’s too near: 
My Eye defcending from the Hill, furveys 
Where * Thsxes among th¢ wanton Vallies 

{trays. . 

Thames, the moit lov’d of all the Oceans Sons, 


_ By his old Sire to his Embraces runs, 


- Hafting 


(11) 
Hafting to pay his Tribute to the Sea, - 
‘Like Mortal Life to meet Eternity. 
Tho with thofe Streams be no refemblance hold, 
Whofe Foam is Amber, and their Gravel Gold ; 
His genuine, and lefs guilty Wealth t? explore, 
Search not his bottom, but furvey his fhoar 3 
O’re which he kindly fpreads his fpacious wing, 
And hatches Plenty for th’ enfuing Spring. — 
Nor then deftroys i¢ with too fond a ftay, 
Like Mothers which their Infants overlay. 
Nor with.a fudden and impetuous Wave, 
Like profufe Kings, refumes the Wealth he gave. 
No unexpected Inundations {poil — (toil: 
The Mowers hopes, nor. mock the Plowman 5. 
But Godlike his unweari¢d County flows} | 
Kirt loves to do, then loves the Good he does. 
Nor are his. Bleflings to. his Banks confin’d, 
But free, and common, as the Sea or Wind; : 
- | When 


(13 ) 
_ When he ta boaft, or to difperfe his Stores 
Full of the Tributes of his grateful Shoars, 
Vifits the World, and in his flying Towers 
Brings home to us, and makes both Indies ours 3 
Finds Wealth where ’tis, beftows it where it 
wants, 
Cities in Deferts, Woods in Cities plants. 
Sothat to us no thing, no place is ftrange, 
While his fair Bofom is the Worlds Exchange. _ 
O could I flow like thee, and’make thy Stream 
My great Example, as itismy Theme! — 
Tho deep, yet clear, tho gentle, yet not dull, 
Strong without rage, without o’er-flowing full. 
Heaven her Eridanne no more fhall boaft, — 
Whofe Fame in thine, like lefler Currents loft, 
Thy Nobler Streams fhall vifit foue’s Abodes, 
To fhine among the * Stars, and bath the Gods, 


; ee ae 
* The Forett. 
or Here 


oe ee 


(13) 
Here Nature, whether more intent to pleife © 
Us or her felf, with ftrange Varieties, © 
(For things of wonder give nolefsdelight - 
To the wife Maker's, than Beholders fight. 
. Tho thefe Delights from-feveral Caufes move ; — 
For fo. our Children, thus our Friends we love) 
Wifely fhe.knew, the harmony of things, ee 
As well as that of founds, frorn difcords fprings: — 
‘Such was the Difcord, which did firft-difperfe 
Form, Order, Beauty throughthe Univerfe; 
While Drinefs Morture, Coldnefs Heat refifts, 
Allthat we have, and that we are, fubfifts. 
While the fteep horrid roughnefs of the Wood | 
Strives with the gentle calmnefs of the Flood... 
Such huge extreams when Naturedoth unite, —— - 
Wonder from thence refults, from thence Delight. 
The ftream is fo tranfparent, pure, and clear, 
Thathad the Se/f- 


* Narcifus. : YA 


(14) 

So fatally deceiv’d he had not been, 

While he tlie bottom, not his Face had feen, 

But his proud Head the airy Mountain hides 

Among the Clouds; his Shoulders, and his Sides 

A fhady Mantle cloaths ; his curled Brows 

Frown on the gentle Stream, which calmly flows 

While Winds and Storms his lofty Forehead beat: 

Thecommon fate of all that’s hiigh or great. 

Low at his foot a {pacious Plain is plac’t, 

Between the Mountain and the Stream embrac’t : 

Which fhade and fhelter from the Hill derives, 

While the kind River Wealth and Beanty Gives ; 

And in the mixture of all thefé appears 

Variety, which all the reft indears. 

This Scene had fome bold Greek, or Briti{b Bard 

Beheld of old, what Stories had we heard, 

Of Fatries, Satyrs, and the Nymphs their Dames, 

Their Feats, their Revelsjand-their amorors flames ? ; 
ITs 


(15) 

Tis fill the fame, altho? their airy hap 
All but a quick Poetick fight efcape. 
There Faanus and Sylvanus keep their Courts, oo 
And thither all the horned Hoftreforts - . 
To graze the tanker Mead, that Noble Herd, — 
On whofe fublime and fhady Frontsis rear'd 
Nature’s great Mafter-piece ; to fhew how fooa 
Great things ate made, but fooner are undone. 
Here have I feen the King, when great Affairs 
Gave leave toflacken, and unbend his Cares, 
Attended to the Chafe by all. the flow’r 
Of Youth, whofe hopesa ‘Nobler Prey devour: 
 Pleafure with Praife, and Danger they would buy, 
And wifh a Foe that would not only flie. 
The Stag now confcious of his fatal Growth, . 
At once indulgent to his fear and floth, | 
To fome dark covert his Retreat had.made, 
Whete norMan’s Bye,norHeaven’s fhould invade’ 

aa His 


( 16 } 
His foft Repofe ; when th’ unexpected found | 
Of Dogs, and Men, his wakeful Ear doth wound : 
Rouz’d with the noife; he fcarce believes his Ear, 
Willing to think th’ illufions of his fear 
Had given this falfe Alarm, but ftraight his view | 
Confirms, that more than all he fears is true. 
Betray’d ia all his ftrengths, the Wood befet; 
All Infttuments, all Arts of ruine met } 
He calls to mind his ftrengtlis and then his fpeed; 
His winged Heels, dnd then his armed Head ; 
With thefe r avoid, with that his Fate to meet: 
But fear prevails, and bids Intmtruft hrs Feet. 
So fatthe flies, that his reviewing Eye 
Has loft the Cbsfers, and his Ear the cry ; 
Exulting, till he finds; their Nobler fenfe 
‘ Their difproportion’d fpeed does recompentt. 
Then curfes his confpiring Feet, whofe fcent 
- Betrays that _ which their fwiftnefs lent: 
Ther 


besa a 


(17) 

Then tries his Friends, among the bafer Herd, 
Where he fo lately: was Obey’d, and Fear’d, 
His fafety feeks: The Herd, unkindly Wife, 
_ Or chafes him from thence, or from him flies. 

Like a declining Statef-man, left forlorn | 
- Tohis Friends pity, and Purfuers fcorn, 
With fhame remembers, while himfelf was one — 
Of the fame Herd, himfelf the fame had done. - 
Thence to the Coverts, and thé con{cious Groves, 
The Scenes of his paft Triumphs, and his Loves; 
Sadly furveying wherehe rang’dalone 2 > 
Prince of the Soyl, and all the Herd his own; 
And likea bold Knight Errant did proclaim | 
Combat toall, and bore away the Dame a 
And taught the Woods to Eccho to the Strearti 
His dreadful Challenge, and his clafhing Beam, 
Yet faintly now declines the fatal Strife ; | 
So rtitich his Love was dearer than his Life. 

C Now 


( 18 } 

_ Now every Leaf, and every moving breath 

Prefentsa Foe, and every Foe a death. 

Wearied, -forfaken, and purfu’d, at laft 

All Safety in defpair of Safety plac’d, 

Courage he thence refumes, refolv’d to bear 

All their affaults, fince ’tis in vain to fear. 

And now too late he wifhes for the fight 

That ftrength he wafted in ignoble flight : 

But when he fees the eager chafe renew’d, 

Himfelf by Dogs, the Dogs by Men purfu’d: 

He ftraight revokes his bold Refolve, and-more 

Repents his Courage, than his Fear beiore: 

Finds that uncertain ways unfafeft are, 

And Doubt a greater Mifchief than Defpair. 

Then to the ftream, when neither friends, nor 

force, 

Noz fpeed, nav Art avail, he fhapes his courfe ; 

Thinks. 


C19 ) 
Thinks ndt their Rage fo defperate Pdffay ‘* 
An Element more mercilefs than they. , 
But fearlefs they purfue, or can the Flood.” 
Quench their dire thick 5 : las, they thief for 
Bloud. 
So. mn a Ship the Odrefin'd Gallies ply, 
Which wanting Sea to tide, or Wind to fly, ee 
Stands but to fall teveng’d on thofe thatdare 
Tempt the laft fury of extream Defpair. 
So fares the Stag ‘among the enraged Hounds, 
Repels their force, and Wounds rétutns fot’ 
Wounds. - | —_ | oe 
And as a Hero, whom his bafer foes 
In Troops furround, now thefe affails, now thofe, ‘ 
Though prodigal of life, difdains to die 
By common hands; but if he can defery 
Some noblet Foes approach, to him he calls, 
And begshis Fate, and then consented falls. 
C2 Sd 


N 
(20 ) 
S6 when the King a mortal Shaft lets Aye 
From his unerring hand, then glad to dye, 
Proud-of the wound, to it refigns his Blosd, 


_And ftains the Chryftal with a Purple Floed. 


This a more innocent, and happy chafe, 

Than when of old, but in the felf-fame place, 

Pair Liberty purfu’d, * and meant a Prey 

To lawlefs Power, here turn’d, and ftood at 
| bay. | 

When in that remedy all hope was plac’t 

Which was, or fhould have been at leaft, the laft. 

Here was that * Charter feal’d, wherein the 

Crown 


All marks of Arbitrary Power lays down: 


_ Tyrant and Slave, thofe names of Hate and Fear, 


The happier ftile of King and Subje& bear : 


* Runny Mead where that great Charter was firft fealed. 
+ Magna Charta. 


Happy, 


(at ) 
Happy, when both to the fame Center move, © 
When Kings give Liberty, and Subjets Love, 
Therefore not long in force this Charter ftood ; | 
Wanting that Seal, it mutt be feal’d in Blood. 
The Subjects arm’d, the more their Princes gave, : 
‘Th’ advantage only took, the more tocrave: _ 
Till Kings by giving, give themfelves away, _ 
And even that Power, that fhould deny, betray. : 
“ Who gives conftrain? d, but his own Fear reviles_ 
“¢ Not thank't, but fcorn’d ; nor are they Gifts, 
but Spoils. | : | | 
Thus Kings, by grafping more than ees could 
hold, 

Fir made their Subje&ts, ” oppreffion, bold ; 
And popular fway, by forcing Kings to give 
More than was fit for Subjects to receive, 
Ran to the fame extreams ; and one excefs 
Made both, by ftriving to be gremer, les. 

C3 When 
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When a¢alm River rais’d with fudden Rains, 
Or Snows ‘diflolv’d , Saws o adjoining 

Plain, ; ie ) 
T heir ais —_ ak this he can, cede i 
But if with Bays and Dams they ftrive to force 
His channel. tp anew, or narrow courfe; 
Nolongest then within his banks he dwell 5 
Firf to a, Torrent, then a Deluge fwells ; 7 
Stronger, and figrcer by. reftraint he roars, 
And knows no bound, but makes his Power his 


fhores. 
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PREFACE 
TO THE | 
Deftruction of Troy, &c. 


TY ‘Here are fo few Tranflations which deferve 
_ praife, that I fcarce ever faw any which 
deterv’d pardon ; thofe who travel in that kind, 
being for the moft part fo unhappy, as to rob o- 
thers, without enriching themfelves, pulling 
down the fame of good Authors, without raifing 
their own: Neither hath any Author beén more 
hardly dealt withal than this our Mafter; and 
the reafonis evident, for, what is moft excellent, 
is moft inimitable; and if even the wort Au- 
thors are yet made worfe by their Tranflators,' 
how impoffible is it not to do great injury to th 
beft? And therefore I have not the vanity to 
think my Copy equal to the Original, nor (con- 
fequently) my felf altogether guiltlefs of what 
TF accufe others; but if F can do Vergil lefs injury 
than otlters have done, it will be, in fome degree 
to dohim right; and indeed, the hope of doing 
him more right, isthe only fcope of this Effay, 
by opening this new way of Tranflating this Au- © 
thor, tothofe whom Youth, Leifure, and better 
Fortune makes fitter for fuch undertakings. 

C 4 2 Cone 
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Iconceive it isa vulgar error in Tranflating 
Poets, to afte being Fidus Interpres 3 let that 
care be with them who deal in matters of Faét, 
or matters of Faith: but whofoever aims at it in 
Poetry, as he attempts what is not required, fo 
he fhall never perform what he atrempts ; for it is 
not his bufinefs alone to tranflate Language into 
Language, but Poefie into Poefie ; and Poelie is of 
fo fubtile a Spirit, that in pouring out of one Lan- 
guage into another, it will all evaporate; and if 
anewSpirit be not added in the Transfufion, there 
willremain nothing but a Capat mortuum, there 
being certain Graces and Happineffles peculiar to 
every Language, which gives life and energy to 
the words; and whofoever offers at Verbal Tran- 
flation,fhall have the misfortune of that youngT ra- 
veller, who loft his own Language abroad, and 
brought home no other inftead of it : for the grace 
of the Latin will be loft by being turned into Eng- 
lifh words ; and the grace of the Englifh, by be- 
ing turned into the Latin Phrafe. And as Speech 
is the apparel of our Thoughts, fo are there certain 
Garbs and Modes of ipeaking, which vary with 
the Times; the fafhion of our Clothes being not 
more fubject to alteration, than that of ourSpeech : 
and this I think Tacstws means, by that which he 
calls Sermonem temporis iftins auvibus accommosdatum, 
the delight of change being as due to the curio- 
fity of the ear, as of the eye; and therefore if 

“yotl mult needs {peak Englifh, it were fit he 

“uld fpeak not only as a man of this Nation, 
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but as a man of this Age; and if this Difguife I 
have put upon him (I wifhI could give ita _bet- 
tername) fit not naturally and eafily on foGrave 
a Perfon, yet it may become him better than that 
Fools-Coat, wherein the Frenchand Italian have 
of late prefented him ; at leaft, I hope, it will 
not make him appear deformed, by making any 
part enormoufly bigger or lefs than the life, (I 
having made it my principal care to follow him, 
as he made it his to follow Nature in all his pro- 
portions) Neither have I any where offered fuch 
violence to his Senfe, as to make it feem mine, 
and not his. Where my expreffions are not fo 
fullas his, either our Language, or my Art were 
defeCtive (but I rather fufpe&t my felf;) but 
where mine are fuller than his, they are but the 
impreffions which the often rae: of him, hath 
left upon my thoughts ; fo that if they are not 
his own Conceptions, they areat leaft the refults 
of them; and if (being confcious of making him 
{peak worfe than he did almoft in every line) I 
err in endeavouring fometimes to make him {peak 
better ; I hope it will be judged an error on the 
right hand, and fuch an one as may deferve par- 
don, if not imitation, | | 


ARGU- 
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_Areument. 


| HE firft Book fpeaking of Aineas his voyage 
: by Sea, and how being caft by tempe/t upon the 
caaft of Carthage, he was received by Queca Dido, 
nha after the Feaff, defires him to make the relation 
of the Deftruction of Troy, wich ts the Argument 
af this Book. 


THE 
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THE 


DESTRUCTION 
TROY;. 
An Effay on the SECOND BOOK 
of Virgil’s nets, | 


Witten in the Year 1636. 


Hileall with filence and attention wait, 
Thus fpeaks SENC aS from the bed of 
State ; 


Madam, when you command us to review 


Our Fate, you make our old wounds bleed anew,” 
And all thofe forrows to my fenfe reftore, 
Whereof none faw fomuch, none fuffer’d more : 


( 28 ) 
Not the moft cruel of Our conqu’ring Foes © 
So unconcern’d!ly can relate our Woes, 
Asnot to lend a Tear ; then how canI 
Reprefsthe horrar of miy Thoughts} which flye _ 
The fad remembrance ? Now th’ expiring Night 
And the declining Stars to Reft invite ; 
Yet fince tis yourcommand, what you, {o well 
Are pleas’d tohear, I cannot grizve to tell. - 
By Fate repell’d, and with repulfes tyr’d, 
The Greeks, fo many Lives and Years expir’d, 
A Fabrick like a moving Mountain frame, 
Pretending vows for their return; this, Fame 
Divulges, then within the Beaft’s vaft womb - 
The choice and flower of all their Troops en- 
In view the Ifle of Texedos, once high said 
Iname and Wealth whileTyoy remain’d, doth lie, 
(Now but an unfecure and open Bay) (vey : 


Thither by ftealth the Greeks their Fleet con- _ 
We 


(29 ) 
We gave them gone, and to Myceme fai’'d, 
And Troy reviv'd, her mourning Face unvail’d ; 
Allthrough th’ unguarded Gates with joy refort 
To fee the flighted Camp, the vacant Port ; 
Here lay UAffes, there Achilles, here (there 3" 
The Battels joyn’d, the Grecian Fleet rode 
But the vaft Pile th’ amazed Vulgar views 
Till they their Reafon in their wonder lofe ; 
And firft Tymates moves, (urg’d by the Power 
Of Fate, or Fraud) to place it in the Tower, 
But Capes and the graver fort thought fit, 
The Greeks fufpected Prefent to commit | 
To Seas or Flames, at leaftto fearch and bore 
The fides, & what that {pace contains t’ explore ; 
Th’ uncertain Multitude with both engag’d, 
Divided ftands, till from the Tower, enrag’d | 
Lascoon ran, whom all the crowd attends, — 
Crying, what defperateFrenzy’s this? (ohFriends) 
To 


(30) 
To think them gone? Judge rather their retreat 
But adefign, their gifts but a deceit, 
For our Deftruction twas contriv’d no doubt, 
Or from within by fraud, or from without 
By force; yetknow ye not Ubjffes fhifts ? 
Their Swords lefs danger carry than their Gifts, 
(This faid) againft the Horfes fide, his Spear _ | 
He throws, which trembles with inclofed fear, 
| Whilit from the hollows of his womb proceed 
Groans, not hisown ; And had not Fate decreed 
Our Ruine, We had fill’d with Grecian blood 
The Place, Then Troy and Priam’s Throne had 
Mean while a fetter’d Pris’ner to the ao 
With joyful fhouts the Dardas Shepherds bring, 
Who to betray us did himfelf betray, 
At once the Taker, and at once the Prey; 
Firmly prepar’d, of one event fecur’d, 
Or of his Death or his Defigs affur'd. | 
| The 


(31) 

The Trojan Youth about the Captive flock, 

To wonder, or to pity, or to mock, 

Now hear the Grecian fraud, and from this one 

_ Conjeture all the reft. 

Difarm’d, diforder’d, cafting round his eyes 

Onallthe Troops that guarded him, he cries, 

What Land, what Sea, for me what Fate attends? 

Caught by my Foes, condemned by my F riends, 

Incenfed Troy.a wretched Captive feeks 

To facrifice, a Fugitive, the Greeks ; 

ToPity, This Complaint our former Rage — 

Converts, we now enquire his Parentage, _ 

What of their Councils, or affairs he knew, | 

Then fearlefs, he replies, Great King toyou- .° 

All truth I fhall relate: Nor firft can I 

My. felf ta be of Grecian birth deny, 

And though my outward ftate, misfortune hath’ 

Depreft thus low, ‘it cannot reach my Faith, — 
You 


(32) 
You may by chance have heard the famous 
name 
Of Palimede, who from old Belus came, 
Whom, but for voting Peace, the Greeks purfue, 
Accus’d unjultly, then unjuftly flew, § (Friend, 
Yet mourn’d his death, My Father was his 
And mc to his commands did recommend, (port 
~ While Laws and Councils did his Throne fup- 
I buta Youth, yet fome Efteem and Port 
We then did bear, till by Ubfes craft 
(Things known I {peak) he was of life bereft : 
Since in dark forrow I my days did {fpend, 
Till now difdaining his unworthy end. 
T could not filence my Complaints, but vow’d 
Revenge, ifever Fate or chance allow’d 
My witht return to Greece ; from hence his hate, 
From thence my Crimes, and all ty ills bear 
date ; 


Old 
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Old ait frefh Malice gives; the Peaples Ears 


He fills withRumours,and theirHear ts with feats} 
And then the Prophet to his Party drew. 
But why dot thefe thanklefs Truths purfue a 
Or why defer your Rage? ? onme, forall 

The Greeks, let your revenging fury fall: 

Vbffes this, th? Atride this defire 

At any rate. We ftraight ate fet on fire 
(Unprais’d in fuch Myfteries) to enquire 

The manner and the caufe, Which thus he told 


With Geftures humble, as his Tale was bold. 


Oft have the Greeks ( the Siege detefting ) tyr’'d 


~ With tedious War, a ftol’n retreat defir'd, 


And would to Heav’n they had gone: But fill 
difmay’d | | 

By Seas or Skies, unwillingly they ftay’d, | 

Chiefly when this ftupendious Pile was rais’d 


Strange Noifes filld the Air, we all amaz’d 
Dp DA 


(. 34 ) 
Difpatch Eurypilus t enquire our Fates, 
Who thus the Sentence of the Gods relates 
A Virgins flaughter did the ftorm appeafe 


When firft towards Troy the Grecians took the 
‘Seas, 


Their fafe retreat another Grecians blood 

Mutt purchafe; All, at this confounded ftood : 

Each thinks himfelf the Man, the fear on all 

Of what, the Mifchief, but on one can fall =. 

Then Calchas (by Ul Jes firft infpir’d) 

Was urg’d to hame whom th? angry Gods re- 
quir’d, 

Yet wasI warn’d (for many were as well 

Infpir’d as he) and did my Fate foretel. 

Ten days the Prophet in fufpence remain’d, 


Would no Man’s Fate pronounce ; at ua con- 
{train’d 


By Irbacus, he folemnly defign’d 
Me for the Sacrifice ; the People joyn’d.. 
| | In 


6035) 
In glad confent, and all their common fear 
Defermine in my Bate, the Day drew near : 
The facred Rites prepar’d, my Temples crown’d 
With holy Wreaths > Then I confefs I found — 
The means to my efcape, my Bonds I brake, 
Fled from my Guards, and ina muddy Lake 
 Amongft the Sedges all the Night lay hid, 
Till they their Sails had hoift (if fo they did) 
And now alas no hope remains for me 
My Home, my Father and my Sons to fee, 
Whom they, enrag’d, will kill for my Offence, 
And punifh for my Guilt their Innocence. | 
Thofe Gods who know the TruthsI now relate, 
That Faith which yet remains inviolate 
By Mortal Men ; by thefe I beg, redref | 
My cauflefs Wrongs, and pity fuch Diftrefs. 
And now true Pity in exchange he finds © 
For his falfe Tears, his Tongue, hisHands unbinds 
D 2 Thea 
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Then fpake the King, be Ours, who e’er thou art, 
Forget the Greeks, But firft the Truth impart, 
Why did they raife, or to what ufe intend 
This Pile ? toa Warlike, or Religious end ? 
Skilfulin Fraud, (his native Art) his Hands 
Toward Heaven he rais’d, deliver’d now from 
Bands. 
Ye pure Athereal Flames, ye Powers ador’d 
By Mortal Men, ye Altars, and the Sword 
I ap’ ; ye facred Fillets that involv’d 
My deftin’d Head, grant I may ftand abfolv’d 
From all their Laws and Rites, renounce ali 
name a 
Of Faith or Love, their fecret Thoughts proclaim; 
Only,.O Troy, preferve thy Faith to me, 
If what I fhall relate preferveth thee. 
_ From Pallas favour, all our Hopes, and alk 


Counfels, and Actions took Original, 
: Till 


(37) 
Till Diomed (for fuch attempts made fit 
By dire conjuntion with Usffes Wit) _ 
Affails the facred Tower, the Guards they flay, 
Defile with bloody Hands, and thence convey 
The fatal Image; ftraight with our Succefs 
Our Hopes fell back, whilft Prodigies exprefs 
Her juft Difdain, her flaming Eyes did throw 
Flafhes of Lightning, from each part did flow 
A briny Sweat, thrice brandifhing her Spear, — 
Her Statue from the Ground it felf did rear ; 
Then, that we fhould our Sacrilege reftore 
And reconvey their Gods from Argos fhore, 
Chalcas perfwades, till then we urge in vain 
The Fate of Troy. To meafure back the Main 


They all confent, but toreturn agen, 


When re-infore’d with aids of Gods and Men. © 
Thus Chalcas, then inftead of that, this Pile — 
To Pallas was defign’d; to reconcile . 
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Th’ offended Power, and expiate our Guilt, 

To this vaft height and monftrous Stature built, 

Left through your Gates receiv’d, it might renew 

Your Vows to her, and het Defence to you. 

But if this facred Gift jou dif-efteem, 

Then cruel Plagues (which Heaven divert on 
therm). 

Shall fall on Priams State: but if the Horfe 

Your Walls afcend, affifted by your force, 

A Leagtie zainft Greece all Afia fhall contra@t ; 

Our Soris then fuffering what their Sires would 
act. 

Thus by his fraud and our own Faith o’ercome, 

A feigned Tear deftroys us, againft whom 

Tydides nor Achilles could prevail, 

Nor ten Years confli@, nor a thoufand Sail. * 

This feconded by a moft fad Portent 

Which credit to the firft Tnrpofture lent ; 


La0co0#, 
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Laocoon, Neptunes Prieft, upon the day 
Devoted to that God, a Bull did flay, - 
When two prodigious Serpents were deferide, 
‘Whofe circling Stroaks the Seas fmooth Face di- 
vide ; | 
Above the Deep they raife chats fcaly Crefts, 
And {tem the Flood with their erefted Breafts, 
| Their winding Tails advance and {teer their 
courfe, | 
And ’gaintt the fhore the breaking Billows force. 
Now landing, from me brandifht Tongues | 
there came 
A dreadful Hi, and from their Byes a Flame: 
Amaz’d we flye, directly in a line 
Leocoon they purfue, and firft intwine 
(Each preying upon one) his tender Sons, 
Then him, who armed to their refcue runs, 
D4 | - "They 
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They feiz’d, and with entangling Folds em- 
brac’d 


His N eck twice compaffing, and twice his waft, 


Their Poys’nous Knots he ftrives to break, and 
tear, 


Whilft Slime and Blood his facred Wreaths be- 
{mear, 


Theo loudly Roars, as when th’ enraged Bull 
From th’ Altar flies, ane from his wounded Skull 


Shakes.the huge Ax; the conqu’ring Serpents flye 
To cruel Pallas Altar, and there lye 


Under her fect, within her Shields extent 5 
We in our Fears conclude this Fate was fent 

| Juftly ca him, w ho ftruck the Sacred Oak | 
With his accurfed Lance. Then to invoke 

The Goddef b, and Het i in the fatal Horfe- 

We all confent : ; 

A fpacions breach We make, aad Troys pr seid Wall 
| Builtby the Gods, by ourown hands doth fall ; 
ee _ Thus, 


C4r) 
Thus, all their help to their own Ruin give, 
Some draw with Cords, and fome ra Monfter 
drive | | | | 
With Rolls and Leavers, thus our Works is 
climbs, 
Big with our Fate, the Youth with Songs and 
Rhimes, | 
Some dance, fome hale the Rope ; > at laft let 
down a . 
It enters with a thundering, Noife the Town. — 
Oh Troy the Seat of Gods, in War renown’d; 
Three times it ftuck, as oft the clafhing found 
of Arms was heard, yet blinded by the Pow’r 
Of Fate, we place it in the facred Tower. 
| Ceffandra then foretels th’ event, but fhe 
Finds no belief (fuch was the Gods decree. ) 
TheAltars with frefh Flowers we crown,aad waft 
In Feafts that ‘Day, which was (alas) our laf. 
Now 


a ae 
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Now by the revolution of the Skies, 
Nights fable Shadows from the Ocean rife, 
Which Heaven and Earth, and the Greek frauds 
The City in fecure repofe diffolv’d, (involv’d 
When from the Admirals high Poop appears 
A Light, by which the Argsve Squadron {teers 
Their filent Courfe to Iams well known Shore, 
When Syzon (fav’d by the Gods partial Power) 
Opens the Horfe, and through the unlockt Doors 
To the free Air the armed Fraight reftores : 
UVbffes, Stenelens, Tyfander flide | 
Down by-a Rope, Machaon was their guide ; 
Atrides, Pyrrhus, Thoas, Athamas, 
And Epezs who the frauds contriver was, (wine | 
‘The Gates they feize, the Guards with fleep and 
Oppreft, furprize, and then their Forces joyn. 
TT wasthen, when the firft fweets of Sleep repair 
Our Bodies {pent with Toil, our Minds with Care 

| a | (T he 
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(The Gods beft Gift) When Bath’d in Téars and 
Blood 
Before my face —_ Heétor ftood, | 
Such his afpect when foy?’d with bloudy Duft _ 


Drage’d by the Cords which through his Feet 
were thruft 


By his infulting Foe ; O how transform’d. - 
How much unlike that Hedor who return’d 
Clad in Achilles Spoils; when he, among - | 
Athoufand Ships (like fove) his Lightning flung; 
His hortid Beard and knotted Treffes ftood | 
Stiff with his ‘Gore, and all his Wounds ran Blood : 
Intranc’d Llay, then (weeping) faid, The j oy, 
The Hope and Stay of thy declining Trey ; 


t What Region held thee, whence, fo much defir "d, 


Art thou reftor’d to us confum’d and tir’d | 
With Toylsand Deaths; but what fad caufe con, 


founds 


si fair Looks, or why appear. thot 


rounds ? 


Re: 
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Regardlefs of my Words, he no reply 

Returns, but witha dreadful Groan doth cry, 
Fly from the Flame, O Goddefs-born, our Walls 
The Greeks poffefs, and Troy confounded falls 
From all her Glories ;_ if it might have ftood 
By any Power, by this right hand, -it fhould. 
What Man could do, by me for Troy was done, 
‘Takehere her Reliques and her Gods, to run 
With them thy Fate, with them new Walls ex. 
pet 

Which, toft on Seas, thou fhalt at laft erett; 
Then brings old Ve/ts from her facred Quire, 

Her holy Wreaths, and her eternal Fire. 
Mean while the Walls with doubtful Cries re- 
found = - , | 
From far (for fhady Coverts did furround | 
My Fathers Houfe) approaching ftill more near 
| The clafh of Arms, and Voice of Men wehear: 


Rowz’d 
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Rowz’d from. my Bed, I fpeedily afcend’ _ | 
The Houfés Tops, and liftning there attend, | | 
As Flames rowl’d by the Winds confpiring Force; 
O’er full-ear’d Corn, or Torrents Raging Courfe 


. Bears down th’ oppofing Oaks, the Fields de- 


 ftroys | 

And mocks the Plough-mans +8, th’ ‘iol 
for Noife 

From neighb’ring Hills, th’? amazed Shepherd 
hears 3 | 

Such my furprife, and fuch their Rage appears. 

Firft fell chy Houfe, Ucalegon, then thine 

Deiphobsue, Sigean Seas did fhine 


- Bright with Troys Flames, the Trumpets ait. 


ful found, 
The louder Groans of hae Men confound. 
Give me my Arms, I cry’d, refolv’d to throw 
My felf *mong any that oppos’d the Foe : 


Rage, 
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Rage, Anger, and Defpair at once fuggeft 
That of all Deaths, to die in-Arms was bef. ¢ 
The firlt I met was Panthus, Phebus Prieft, 
Who feaping with his Gods and Reliques fled, 
And towards the fhore his little Granchild led ; 
Panthue, what Hope remains? what Force? what 

Place | 
Made good ?. but fighing, he replies (alas) 
Trojans we were, and mighty Iiam was} 
But the laft Period and the fatal Hour 
Of Txcy is come: Our Glory and our Power 
Incenfed jove transfers to Grecian hands, 
The Foe within, the burning Town commands ; 
And (like a fmother’d Fire) an unfeen Force 
Breaks from the Bowels of the fatal Horfe : 
Infulting Syzox flings about the Flame, 
And thoufands more than e’er from Argos came 

| Poflefs. 


so - ” 
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Poffefs the Gates, the Paffes and the Streets, — 

And thefe the Sword o boii and thofe 4 it 
meets, oes 

The Guard nor fights nor fies. ; Their Fate fo - | 


At once fufpends their Courage and their Fear. 


_ Thus by the Gods, and by Atrides Words 


Infpir’d, I make my way through Fire, through 
Swords, | 

Where Noifes, Tein: Out-cries and re 

I heard, firft Iphitus renown’d for Arm 


We meet, who knew us (for the Moon did — 


fhine) | 
Then Ripheas, se and Dymas joyn 
Their force, and young Chor ebus Mygdons Son, 
Who, by the ‘Love of fair Caffandra, won, 
Arriv’d but lately in her Fathers Aid C{wade | 
Unhappy, whom the Threats could not dif- 
Of his Prophetick Spoute ; 


‘Whom, 
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Whom, when I faw, yet daring to maintain 
The Fight, I faid, Brave Spirits (but in vain) 
Are you refolv’d to follow one who dares 
Temptall Extreams? The ftate of Our affairs 
You fee: the Gods have left us, by whofe Aid 
Our Empire ftood ; nor can the Flame be ftaid : 
Then let us fall amidft our Foes; this one | 
Relief the vanquifht have, to hope for none. 
Then re-inforce’d, as in a ftormy Night | 
Wolves urged by their raging Appetite: 
Forrage for Prey, which their negle&ted Young 
With greedy Jaws expe&t, ev’n fo among 
Foes, Fire and Swords, t’ aflured Death we pafs; 
Darknef our Guide, Defpair our Leader was: 
~ ‘Whocan relate that Evenings Woes and Spoils; 
Or can his Tears proportion to our Toils ; 
The City, which fo long had flourifht, falls; 
Death triumphs o’er the Houfes, Temples, Walls ; 
Not 


5 


! 
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Nor only on the Trojans fell this Doom, d 
Their Heartsat laft the vanquiflrd re. affume . 
And now the Vitors fall, on all fides, Fears, 
Groans and pale-Death in all her fhapes appears: 
Androgens firft with his whole Troop was caft 
Dpon us; with civility mifplac’t ; 


Your fhare both of the Honoiir aid the Prey; 


| Thus greeting us you lofe by your delay; 2 


Others the Spoils of burning Tray convey 

Back to thofe Ships, which you but now for- ° 
fake ; | a 

We making no return : his fad miftake ¢ 

Too Jate he finds : As when an unfeen Snake 5 


A Travellers unwary Foot hath preft, | 


Who trembling ftarts, when the Snakes azure 


Creft, 7 
Swoln with his rifing Anger, he efpies, 
So from our view furpriz’d Androgens flies. 
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But here an eafie Victory we meet : 
Fear binds their Hands, and Ignorance theit Feet, 
Whilft Fortune, our firft Enterprize, did aid, - 
Encourag’d with faccefs, Chorebus faid, 
O Friends, we now by better Fates are led, 
And the fair Path they lead us, let us dread. 
Firft change your Arms, and their Diftin&tions 
bear; | 
The fame, in Foes, Deceit and Vertue are. 
Then of his Arms, Androgeus he divetts, 
His Sword, his Shield he am and _— 
_Crefts, | | 
Then Réphens, cane and? the reft, All glad 
_ Of the occation, ‘in frefh Spoils are clad. 
| Thus mixt, with Greeks, as if theic Fortune ftill 


Follow’d their Swords, we Fight, Purfue,and Kill, 


Some re-afcend the Horfe, and he whofe fides 


Let ot forth the Valiant, now the Coward hides. 


a 


a) 
Some, to theit fafer Guard thelt Ships, retire 7 
But Vain’ S that Hope, eainlt which the Gods 
confplié &§ 6 2% 
"Behold the Royal Virgin, ‘The Divine . 
‘affandr, fron Minerva’s fatal fhrite (valli; | 
Dragged by the Hait, talting towards Heaven in 
Her Eyes; for Cords het tender harids did rain | 
Chorzbus at the {pettacle etitag’d, | 
‘Flies in amidft the Fées : we tlivs iad on 
To fecond him, amongft the thickeft ran3- 
Here firft our Ruta from our Friends began, 
Who froth the Temples Batrlements 4 thaw ef 
Of Darts and Atrows on our Heads did pour: | 
They, iis for Greeks, aid now the Grecks (wd: 
knew 2 eee 
Caffendra’s _— us fot Trojans flew. 
Then from all parts Uiffes, Ajax, then; 
And then th’ Airidd rally all their Men ; ; 
| E 2 Aa 
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AsWinds, that meet from feveral Coafts, conte ft, 
Their Prifons being broke, the South and Weft, 
And Exrw on his winged Courfers born 
Triumphing in their fpeed, the Woods are torn, 
And chafing Nereus with his Trident throws — 
+ The Billows from their bottom ; Then all thofe 
Who in the dark our Fury did efcape, 
Returning, know our borrowed Arms and Shape 
And difPring Diale&t : “Then their numbers 
 fwell | 
And grow upon us ; firft Chorebus fell 
Before Minerva’s Altar, next did bleed 
Tutt Ripheus, whom no Trojan did exceed — 
‘In virtue, yet the Gods. his Fate decreed. 
Then Hippanis and Dymas wounded by 
Their Friends ; nor thee Pasthus thy Piety, 
Norconfecrated Mitre, from the fame 
Ill Fate could fave ; My Countries funeral Flame 
And 
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And Troys cold Afhes I atteft, and cal] 
To witnefs for my felf, That in their fall 
No Foes, no Death, nor Danger I declin’d, 
Did, and deferv’d no le&, my Fate to find. 
Now Iphitue with me, and Pelias | 
Slowly retire, the one retarded was 
By feeble Age, the other by a Wound, 
To Court the Cry dire&ts us, where We found 
Th’ Affault fo hot, asif *twereonly there, 
And all the reft fecure from Foes or Fear: 
The Greeks the Gates 7 their — 
caft, 
Over their Heads fome {caling Ladders plac’t 
Againft the Walls, the reft the Steps afcend, 
And with their Shields on their left Arms de-. 
fend ” 

Arrowsand Darts, and with their Right hold faft 
The Battlement; on them the Trojans caft | 

E33 stones, _ 
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Stones, Rafters, Pillars, Reams, fuch Arms as - 
thefe, ae _m 
Now hopelefs, for their Igft defence they feize, 
The gilded Roais, the marks of ancient State 
| They tumble down, and now againft the Gate 
Of th’Inner Court their growing force they 
bring, ee 
Now was.our laft effort to fave the King, 7 
Relieve the Fainting, and fucceed the Dead, 7 
A Private, Gallery *¢wixt th’. Appartments. led, 
Not tothe Foe yet known, or not obferv’d,. 
(The way for Hedfors haplefs Wife referv’d, 
When to the Aged King, her little Son 
She would prefent) Through this we pafS andrur, 
Up to the higheft Battlement; from whence 
The Trojans threw their Darts without offence. 
A Tower {q high, it feem’d to. reach the Sky,. 
Stood on the Roof, tom whence we coulddefery- 


All. 
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All Idum--- both the Camps, the Grecian Fleet ; 
This, where the Beams upon the Columns meet, 
Weloofen, which like Thunder from the Cloud 
Breaks on their Heads, as fuddenand as loud. 
But others ftill f{ucceed: meantime, nor Stones 
Nor any kind of Weapons ceafe. | 
Before the Gate in guilded Armour, fhone 
Young Pyrrhus, like a Snake his Skin new.grown, 
Who fed on poys’nous Herbs, all Winter lay 
Under the Ground, and now reviews the Day 
Frefh in his new Apparel, Proud and Young, | 
Rowls up his Back, and brandifhes his Tongue, 
And lifts his fcaly Breaft againft the Sun; 
With him his Fathers Squire, Antomedon 
And Periphas who drove his winged Steeds, : 
Enter the Court ; whom all the Youth fucceeds 
Of Scvos Ile, who flaming Firebrands flung 
Upto the Roof, Pyrrhus himfelf among 

E4 | The 
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The foremoft with an Axe an entrance hews 
Through Beams of folid Oak, then freely views 
The Chambers, Galleries, and Rooms of State, 
| Where Priam and the ancient Monarchs fate 
At the firft Gate an Armed Guard appears 3 
But th’ Inner Court with Horror, Noife and 
Tears | “8 
Confus’dly fill'd, the Womens Shrieks and Cries 
The Arched Vaults re-eccho to the Skies ; 
Sad Matrons wandring through the {pacious 
Rooms | 
Embrace and kifs the Pofts : Then Pyrrhus comes 
Full of his Father, neither Men nor Walls 
His Force fuftain, the torn Port-cullis falls, 
Then from the Hinge, their Strokes the Gates 
divorce, _ | 
And where the way they cannot find,they force ; 


NOt 
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Not with fuch Rage a Swelling Torrent flows 
Above his Banks, th’ oppofing Dams o’erthrows, 
Depopulates the Fields, the Cattle, Sheep, 4B 
Shepherds, and Folds the foaming Surges fweep.' 
And now between two fad Extreams I ftood, 
Here Pyrrhus and th’ Atride drunk with Blood, _ 
There tht haplefs Queen — an hundred 

Dames, _ 
And Priam ieee from the Wounds thofe es 

Flames 
‘Which his own Hands had on the Altar hid. » 
‘Then they the fecret Cabinets invade, 
Where ftood the Fifty Nuptial Beds, the hopes 
Of that great Race, the Golden Pofts whofe tops. 
Old hoftiteSpoils adorn’d demolifhtlay, 
Or to the Foe, or to the Fire a Prey. 
‘Now Priams Fate perhaps you may enquire, 
Seeing his Empire loft, his Trey on Fire, 

And 
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And his own Patlace by the Greeks poffeft, 

Arms long difus’d, his trembling Limbs invett ; 

Thus on hisFoes he throws himfelf alone, 

Nog for their Fate, but to provoke his own: 

There ftood an Altar open to the view 

Of Heaven, near whichan Aged Laurel grew, 

Whofe fhady Arms theHoufhold Gods embrac’d ; 

Before whofe Feet the Queen her felf had caft 

With all her Daughters, and the Trojan Wives, 

As Doves whom anapproaching Tempeft drives 

And frights into onc Flock; but having fpy’d 

Old Priam clad in youthful Arms, fhe cry’d, 

Alas my wretched Husband, what pretence 

To bear thofe Arms, and in.them what defence? . 

Such Aid fuch times require not, when again 

If Heitor were alive, he iv’d in vain ;._ 

Or here We fhall a Sanctuary find, 

Or asin Life,. we fhall in Death be joyn’d. 
Then 
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Then weeping, with kind Force held & embrac’d | 
And on the fecret Seat the King fhe plac’d; | 
Mean while Polstes one of Priam’s Sons 
Flying the Rage of bloudy Pyrrhw, runs 
Through Foes and Swords, & ranges.all the Court ~ 
And empty Galleries, amaz’d and hurt, 

- Pyrrhus purfues him, now o’ertakes, now kills, 
And his laft Blood in Préam’s prefence fpills. 
The King (though him fo many Deaths inclofe). - 

Nor Fear, nor Grief, but Indignation fhows ; . 
The Gods requite thee (if withinthe Care 
Of thofe above th’ affairs of Mortals are) 
Whofe Fury on the Son but loft had been, i 
Had not his Parents Eyes his Murder feen: 
Not That Achals (whom, thou feign’ft ta be 
Thy Father) fo inbumane was to me ; 
He blufht, when ¥ the rights of Arms implar'd’; - 
To me my Htdor, me to, Tzay reftar’d a 

~ ; — . This 
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This faid, his feeble Arm a Javelin flung, 
Which on the founding Shield, fcarce entring, 
_ ung. | 

Then Pyrrhus 3 goa Meffenger to Hell 
Of my black Deeds, and to my Father tell 

The A€tsof his degenerate Race. So through 
His Sens warm Blood, the trembling King he 
drew | a 

To th’ Altar ; in his Hair one Hand he wreaths: — 
His Sword, the other in his Bofom fheaths. 

Thus fell the King, who yet furviv'd the State, 
With fuch a fignal and peculiar Fate. 

Under fo vaft a Ruin not aGrave, _ 

Nor in fuch Flames a funeral Fire to have : (proud 
He whom fuch Titles fwell’d, fuch Power made 
To whom the Seepters of all A/a bow’d, 
On the cold Earth lies th’ unregarded King, 
A headlefs Carkafs, and a namelefs Thing. 


On“ 
= 
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— oo. 


On the Earl of Stafford’s Te 
and Death. 


Reat at Strafford ! worthy of that Name, . 
GC though all re oe 
Of the could be forgotten, but thy Fall, 

Croft by Imaginary T reafons weight, — _ a < 


Which too much Merit did accumulate : 
As Chymifts Gold from Brats by Fire would 
draw, 


Pretexts are into Treafon forg’d by Law. | 7 


His Wifdom fuch, at once it did appear 


Three Kingdoms Wonder, and three Rigo 
Fear 

Whilft. ls he ftood forth, and feem'ds, ab = 
‘hough | 

Each had an Army, as an equal Fee. 

— Such 
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. Such was his force of Eloquence, to.make _.... 

The Hearers more concern *d than he that fpake . 
Fach feem’d to at that. part, he came to fee, 

And none was morea looker on than he; 

So did he move our Paffion, fome were knowit 

To with for the defence, the Crime their own. 

Now private Pity ftrove with publick Hate, 

Reafon with Rage, and Eloquence with Fate 

Now they could him, if he could them forgive ; 

He’s not too Guilty, but too Wife tolive 3 (bore; 

Lefs feem thofe Fa&ts which Treafons Nick-name 

- Than fucha fear’d ability for more. 

They after Death theit Fears of him exprefs, 

His Innocence and their own Guilt confels; 

Their Legiflative Frenzy they repemt ; 

Enafting it fhouldmakenoPrefident.. — (lof 

_ This Fate he could have fcap’d, but would not 

Honour for Life, but rather nobly chofe 


Deatli* 
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Death from their Fears, than fafety from his owny 
That his laft A€tion all the reft — 


On my Lord Croft's ak my Sd into 
Poland, from whence we brought 10e00l. 
n for bis "Maje/ty, by the Dectmation of bis 


Scotifh Subjetts there, 
; [To tole oe 
Gentle Bell, a theSoul 2.) 3 . 
Of the pure ones in Pole, 9! 
" Which are damn’d inour Scroul;. | 
° 2. Who having fele‘aycouch -. 


OF Cockram’s greedy Cluteh,. ..' + 
Which though it-waés not much, a 
Yet their ftubbornefé was fuch, a ae 
3. That when we did aIrive, ot 2. 
| *Gainft the Stream we did ftrive ; 
| They would neither lead nor drive : 
| — 4. Nor 
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es Nor lend 

An Bar tb a Friend, 

Nor an anfwer would fend 

Toout Letter fo well penn’d, 
5- Nor affift our affairs, 

With their Monies nor their Wares; 

Astheir anfwer now declares, 

But only with their Prayers: 
6. Thus they did perfift, 

Did and faid what they lift; 

*Till the Diet was difmutt 5 

But then our Breech they fuft. 
1E For when 

It was mov’d there and then 

They fhould pay one im teny 

The Dyet faid Amen. 


8. And 
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8, And becaufe they are loth 
Todifcover the Troth, » 
They muft give Word and Oath, 
Though they will:forfeit both. -- 
g. Thus the Conftitution 
Condemns them every one, 
From the Father to the Son. 
io. But John - 
(Our Friend) Molleffon, 
| Thought us to have out-gone — 
Witha quaint Invention. _ 
t1. Like the Prophets of yore; 
He complain’d long before, 
Of the Mifchiefs in ftore, 
I, andthrice as muchmore. 
t2.. And with that wicked Lie — 
ALetter they came by, 
From our Kings Majefty. 
a os : 13; But 


( 66 ) 
13. But Fate 
Brought the Letter too late, 
°T was of tooold a Date, 
To relieve their damned State. 
14. The Letter’s to be feen, 
With feal of Wax fo green, 
At Dantzige, where t’as been 
Turn’d into good Latin. 
15. But he that gave the hint, 
This Letter for to Print, 
Mutt alfo pay his ftint, 
16, That trick, 
Had it come in the Nick, 
Had touch’d us to the Quick, 
But the Meffenger fell Sick. 
17. Had it later been wrought, 
And fooner been brought, 
They had got what they fought, 
But now it ferves for nought. 18.0n | 


oe 
‘\ 


( 67 ) 
18. Oni Sandys * they ran aground; 
And our return was crown'd | 
With full tenthoufand Pound. 


On Mr. Tho. Killigrew’s Return fram his 
Embaffie from Venice, and Mr. Wil- 
liam Murry’s from Scotland. 


I. 


Pm Ur Refident Tom, 

©) From Venice 1s come, 

And hath left the Statefman behind him; 

Talks at the fame pitch, 

Is as wife, isas rich, _ 

And juft where yoy left him, you find him: 
| | 2. 7 

But who fays he was not 

A Man of much Plot, 

May repent that falfe Accufation ; 

+ Mi. We Fe | Haying 


(68 ) 
Having plotted and penn’d 
Six Plays to attend 
The Farce of his Negotiation. 
2. 
Before you were told 
How Satan * the old 
Came here with a Beard to his middle ; 
Though he chang’d Face and Name, 
Old Will was the fame, 
At the Noife of a Can and a Fiddle. 
| es | 
Thefe Statefmen you believe 
Send ftraight for the Sheriff, 
For he is one too, or would be 3 
~ But he drinks no Wine, 
Which is a fhrewd fign 
That all’s not fo wellas it fhould be. 
| 


* Mr, W. Murrey. 
5- Thefe- 
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5 
Thefe three when they drink, 
— How littledo they think 
Of Banifhment, Debts, or dying? 
Not old with their Years, _ 
Nor cold with their Fears 5. 
But their angry Stars ftill defying. 
6 | 
Mirth makes them not mad, 
Nor Sobriety fad ; | 
But of that they are e feldom i in danger : 
At Paris, at Rome, 
Atthe Hague they are at homes 


The good Fellow is no where a ftranger. 


F 3 


To 
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To Sir John Mennis being invited from 
Calice to Bologne to eat a Pig. 


: I. 
LL onaweeping Monday, 
4 & With a fat Bulgarian Slaven, 
Little Admiral Foba 
Ta Bologne is gone 
Whom J think they call old Lovex. 
a 
Hadft * thounat thy fill of Carting 
Wilk. Aubrey Count of Oxon, 
When Nofe lay in Breech 
And Breech made a Speech, 
So often cry°d a Pox on? 
3. 
A Knight by Land and Water 


Efteem’d at fuch a high rate, 


* We three riding in a Cart from Duakirk to Calice with a fat 
Hutch Woman who broke Wind all alorg, 3 
| When 
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When ’tis told in Kat, 
In a Cart that he went, 
They'll fay now hang him Pirate. 
. 

Thou mighr’ft have ta’ne example, 
From what thou read’ft in ftory i ; 
Being as worthy to fit 

~— On anambling Tit 

As thy. Predeceffor Dory. 

& 

But Oh ! the roof of Linen, 
Intended for a fhelter ! 

But the Rain made an AfS 
Of Tilt and Canvas ; 


And the Snow which you know is a Melter. 


6. 
But with thee to inveigle | 
/ That tender ftripling Aftcot, 
\ Fo4 


Whe 7 
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Who was foak’d to the skin, | 


Through Drugget fo thin, 


Having neither Coat, nor Wattcoar. - 


7, 
He being proudly mounted, 
Clad in Cloak of Plymouth, 
Defy’d Cart fo bafe, : . 
For Thief without Grace, ° 
That goes to make a wry mouth. 
| 8, 
Nor did he like the Omen, 
| For fear it misht be his doom, 
One day for to fing, | 
With Gullet in ftring, 
A Hymn of Rotert W, j lone. 
t a 
But what was all this bufinefs ? 


For fure it was imporrant 


For 
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For who rides 1’th’.wet 

When affairs are not great, ae 
The Neighbours make but afporton’t, 

10. 

Toa goodly fat Sow’s Baby, 

O Fobx, thou hadfta malice, ._- 

The old driver of Swine 

That day fure was thine, 
Or thou hadit soc quitted Calice.. * Ba 


Natura Naturata, 


Ww" dives us that Fantaftick Fit as 
| That all our Judgment and our Ws 
To vulgar Cuftom: we e fubmit' > 


Treafon, Theft, Murder, and all the reft 
Of that foul Legion we fo deteft, 


Are in thelr proper names expreft, 
\ 


Why 
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Why isit then thought fin or fhame, . 


Thofe neceffary parts to name, 
From whence we went, and whence we came? 


Nature, what e’er fhe wants, requires ; 
With Love enflaming our defires, 
Finds Engines fit to quench thofe fires : 


Death fhe abhors ; yet when men die, 
Weare prefent; butnoftander by 
- ‘Looks on when we that lofs fupply : 


Forbidden Wares fell twice as dear ; : 
Even Sack prohibited laft year, 
A moft abominable rate did bear. 


Tis plain our Byes and Earsa are nice, 
Only to raife by that device, 


OF thofe Commoditiesthe price. Thus 
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_ Thus Reafon’s fhadows us betray, 
By Tropes and Figures led aftray, — 
x From Nature, both her Guide and way. 


Sarpedon’s Speech to Glaucus in the tat 
of Homer. . 
Thus to Glaxcus fpake. | 
Ivine — fince he did notfind — 
D Others as greatin Place, as great in Mind. : | 
Above the reft, why i is our Pomp, our Power ? 7 
Our Flocks, our Herds, and our poffeffions more? | 
Why all the Tributes Land and Sea affords 
Heap’ din great Chargers, load our fumptuous 
boards? 
Our chearful Guefts carowfe the {parkling tears 
Of the rich Grape, whilft Mufick charms their 
Fars. | | 
Why as we pafs, do thofe or Xenthus fhore, 


7 - Gods behald us, and as Gods adore ? 
: | 
But 
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But that as well in danger, as degree, | 
We ftand the firft . that when our Lécsans fee 
Our brave examples, they admiring fay, 
Behold our Gallant Leaders ! Thefe are They 


Deferve the Greatnefs ; and un-envied ftand : 
Since what they act, tranfcends what they com- 
mand. | | 
Could the declining of this Fate (Oh Friend) 
Our Date to Immortality extend ? 
Or if Death fought not i who feck not 
Death, 
Would Tadvance? Or fhould my vainer whieh 
With fuch a Glorious Folly thee infpire > 
But fince with Fortune Nature doth confpire, 
Since Age, Difeak, or fome lefs noble End, 
Though not lefs certain, doth our days attend ; 
Since ’tis decreed, and to this period lead, 
A thoufand ways the nobleft path we'll tread ; 
. ~ And 
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And bravely on, till they, or we, or all, 


A common Sacrifice to honour fall. 


Martial. Epigram. _ 
Out of an Epigram of Martial. 
Rithee die and fet me free, 
Poo. | : oo 
Kind and brisk, and Gay like me ; 
I pretend not to the wife ones, 
To the grave, to the grave, 


Or the precife ones. 


’Tis not Cheeks, nor Lips nor Eyes, 
That 1 prize, | 

Quick Conceits, or fharp Replies, 

If wife thou wilt appeat and knowing, 
Repartie, Repartie, — _ | 

To what I’m doing. : 

| --Prithee 
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Prithee why the Room fa dark ? 
Not a Spark 
Left to light me to the mark; 
I love day-light and a candle, 
And to fee, and to fee, 
As well as handle. 
Why fo many Bolts and Locks, 
Coats and Smocks, 
_ And thofe Drawers witha Pox? 
I could with, could Nature make if, 
Nakednefs, Nakednefs 
It felf were naked. 
But ifa Miftrefs J muft have, 
Wife and Grave, 
Let her fo her felf behave 
All the day long Sa/en Civil, 
Pap by night, pap by night, 
Or fuch a Devil. 
| Friendbig 
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Friendfhip ea fi ingle life againft Love 
—a : 
Ove! in what poyfon is thy Dart 


Dipt, when it makes a bleeding heart ? 
None know, but they who feel the fmart, 


2. It is not thou, but we are blind, 
And our corporeal Eyes. (we find) 
Dazle the Opticks of our Mind. 


3. Love to our Cittadel reforts, 
Through thofe deceitful Sally-ports, 
Our Sentinels betray our Forts. 


4. What fubtile Witchcraft Man conftrains, 
To change his Pleafure into Pains, 
And all his freedom into Chaigs ? 


_ _ 5+ May 
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sg. May nota Prifon, or a Grave 
Like Wedlock, Honour’s title have ? 


That word makes Free-born Man a Slave. 


6. How happy he that loves not, lives 1 
Him neither Hope nor Fear deceives, 


To Fortune who no Hoftage gives. 


7. How unconcern’d in things to come i 
If here uneafie, finds at Rome, 


At Paris, or Madrid his Home. 


8. Secure from low, and private Ends, 
His Life, his Zeal, his Wealth attends 


His Prince, his Country, and his Friends. 


9. Danger, and Honour are his Joy ; 
_ Butafond Wife, or wanton Boy, 


| May allthofeGenerous Thoughtsdeftroy. £6, 


eas ST A wee Ames Vai aioe ane | eet ee NF pe ey oD eM CE ON Ds gee gl on ae gee gt Me Ue bere Po te! bee Fe 
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10. Then he lays by the publick Care, 
Thinks of providing for an Heir ; 


Learns how to get, and how to fpare. 


it, Nor Fire, nor Foe, nor Fate, nor Night; 
The Trojan Hero did affright, 


Who bravely twice renew’d the fight. 


12. iodeh ftill iis Foes in number erew; 
Thicker their Darts and Arrows flew, 


Yet left alone, no Fear he knew. 


i3. But Death in all her forms appears, 
From every thing he fees and hears, 
For whom he leads; and whom he * bears. 
14, Love making all things elfe his Foes, 
Like a fierce Torrent overflows 


Whatever doth his courfe oppofe. | 15. 


' \ ®* His Father and Son. G 
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15. This was the caufe the Poets fung, 
Thy Mother from the Sea was fprung ; 


But they were mad to make thee young. 


16. Her Father, not her Son, art thou : 
From our defires our actions grow ; 


And fromthe Caufe the Effect muft flow. 


17. Loveis as old as place or time ; 
*T was he the fatal Tree did climb, 


Grandfire of Father 4dzm’s Crime. 


18. Well mayit thou keep this World inawe, 
Religion, Wifdom, Honour, Law, 


The Tyrant in his triumph draw. 


19. ’Lis he commands the Powers above; _ 
- Phabus refigns his Darts, and Jove 
His Thunder tothe GodofLove. 20, To. 
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20. Tohim doth his feign’d Mother yield, 
Nor Mars (hér Ghampions) faming fhield 
Guards hith, when Cupid takés the Field. 


21. Hé clips hopes Wings, whofe 4 any blifs 
Much higher thas fruition is ; 


But lefs than nothing, if it mifs. 


02. When matches Love alone projects; 
The Caufe tranfcending the Effets, 
That wild-fire’s quencht in cold neglécts. 


23. Whillt chofe Conjunétions prove the bef, 
Where Love’s of blindnefs difpoffeft, 
By perfpectives of Intereft. 


24, Though Solomonwith a thoufand Wives, | 
To get a wile Succeffor ftrives; | 
Y But one (and hea Fool) furvives G2 74: 
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25. Old Rome of Children took no care, 
They with their Friends their Beds did fhare, 


Secure, t’ adopt a hopeful Heir. 


26. Love Drowfie Days, and Stormy Nights 
‘Makes, and breaks Friendfhip, whofe delights 


Feed, but not glut our Appetites. 


27. Well chofen Friendfhip, the moft noble 
Of Vertues, all our joys makes double, 


_ And into halves divides our trouble. 


28. But when the unlucky knot we tye, 
Care, Avarice, Fear, and Jealoufie 


Make Friendfhip languihh till it dye. 


29. The Wolf, the Lyon, and the Bear, 
" .When they their Prey in pieces Tear, 


To quarrel with themfelves forbear. 30+ 
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3o. Yet timorous Deer, and harmlefs Sheep 
When Love into their Veins doth creep, 


That Law of Nature ceafe to keep. 


| 31. Who then can blame the Amorous Boy, 


' Y 


Who the fair Helen to enjoy, 


To quench his own, fet Fire on Troy ? 


32. Such is the World’s prepofterous Fate, 


_ Amongft all Creatures, mortal Hate 


| Love (though Immortal) doth Create. 


33- But Love may Beats excufe, for they 
Their Actions not by Reafon fway, 


But their Brute Appetites obey. 


34. But Man’s that Savage Beatt, whofe Mind 
From Reafon to felf-Love declin’d, 


Delights toprey uponhis Kind. G3 ON 
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On Mr. Abraham Cowley. 


fiis Death and Burial amonzft the Ancient Poets. 


‘@} D Chaucer, like the Morning Star, 
“ Tous difcovers Day from far, 


His Light thofe Mifts and Clouds diffolv’d, 
Which our dark Nation long involy’d ; 
But he defcending to the Shades, 
Darknefs again the Age invades, _ 

N ext (like Asrora) Spencer rofe, 

Whofe Purple blufh the Day forefhews ; 
The other three, with his own Fires, 
Phebus, the Poets God, in{pires ; 

By Shakefpear’s, Jobnfan's, Fletcher’s lines, 
_ Our Stages luftre Rome’s outfhines ; 
Thefe Poets neat our Princes fleep. 


And in one Grave their Manfion keep ; 


They 


(87) 

They liv’d to fee fomany days, — | 

Till time had blafted alitheir Bays: — 
But Curfed be the fatal Hour : 
That pluckt the fairelt, fweeteft Flower 
That in the Mufs Garden grew, 
And amongft wither’d Laurels threw. 
Time, which made them their Fame outlive, 
To Cowly {carcé did ripenefs give. | 
Old Mother Wit, and Nature gave 
Shake/pear and Fletcher all they have ; 
In Spencer, and in Fohnfon, Art, 
Of flower Nature got the fart ; 
But both in him fo equal are, 

None knows which bears the happy’ft fhare ; 
To him no Author was unknown, | 
Yet what he wrote was all his own ; 
Hemelted not the ancient Gold, 

Nor with Ben fohsfon did make beld — 

| G4 ' To" 


( 88 ) 
To plunder all the Roma ftores 
Of Poets, and of Orators : 
Horace his Wit, and Virgel’s State, 
He did not Steal, but Emulate, 


And when he would like them appear, 


Their Garb, but not their Cloaths, did wear: 


He not from Rome alone but Greece, 

Like Fa/on brought the Golden Fleece ; . 
To him that Language (though to none 
Of th’ others) as his own was known. 

Ona ftiff gale (as Flaccus + fings) 

The Theban Swan extends his wings, 
When through th’ etherial Clouds he flies, 
To the fame pitch our Swan doth rife 3 
Old Pivdar’s Fhghts by him are reachte, | 
When on that Gale his wings are {tretcht; 
Fis Vancy aad iis Judgment fuch, 


Each tothe other feem’d too much, 


“b His Pandariks. 


al 


} 


( 89 } 

His fevere Judgment (giving Law) | 
His modeft Fancy kept inawe: 

As rigid Husbands jealous are, 

When they believe their Wives too fair, 
His Englifh Streams fo pure did flow, . 
Asall that faw and tafted know. 

But for his Latin Vein, fo clear, 

Strong, * full, and high it doth appear, 
That were immortal Virgil here, 

Him, for his Judge, he would not fear ; 
Of that great PortraiCture, fo true 
A Copy Pencil never drew. 

My Mufe her Song had ended here, 
But both their Genii ftrait appear, — 

Joy and amazement her did ftrike, 

Two Twins fhe never faw fo like, 
"T'was taught by wife Pythagoras . 

One Soul pi through more. Bodies wait 


y  * Histatt Work." | | Seeing 


(90 ) 
Seeing fuch Tranfimigration there. 
She thought it nota Fable here, 
Such a refemblance of all parts, 
Life, Death, Age, Fortune, Nature, Arts, 
Then lights her Torch at theirs, to tell, 
And fhew the World this Parallel, 
Fixt and Contemplative their looks, 
Still turning over Natures Books : 
Their works Chaft, Moral, and Divine, 
Where profit and delight Combine ; 
They guilding dirt, in noble verfe 
Ruftick Philofophy rehearfe ; 
When Heroes, Gods, or God-like Kings 
They praife, on their exalted Wings, 
othe Celeftial Orbs they climb, 
And with the Hatmantous Spheres keep time ; 
Nor did their Actions fall behind 
Their words, but with like candour fhin’d, — 
Biel, 


- (gt) 
Fach drew fair Charatters, yet none ~ 
Of thefé they feign’d, excels their own ; 
Both by two generous Princes lov’d, 
Who knew, and judg’d what they approv’d ; 
Yet having each the fame defire, 
Both from the bufie throng retire, 
Their Bodies to their Minds refign’d, 


Car’d not to propagate their Kind : 


Yet though both fell before their hour, 
Time en their off-fpring hath no power, — 
Nor fire, nor fate their Bays fhall blaft, 
Nor Death’s dark Vail their day o’recaft. 


(92) 


A Speech again/} Peace at the clof, e 


Committee. 


To the Tune of, I went from England. 


B 


I wonld not Monarchy deftroy, 


And Languifh in the main Defign, 


And leave us in the lurch ? 


But asthe only way t’ enjoy 


- The ruine of the Church. é 


Is not the Bifhops Bill deny’d, 

And we ftill threatned to be try’d ? 
You fee the King embraces 

Thof Councils he approv’d before: 

Nor doth he promife, which is more, 


That we fhal} have their Places. 


UT will you now to Peace incline, 


Dig 


(93) 
Did I for this bring in the Scot ? 
‘(For tis no Secret) now the Plot 
Was Saye’s and mine together: 
7 Did I for this return again, — 
And fpend a Winter thereinvain, - 


Once more t’ invite them hither ? 


Though more our Money than our Caufe 
Their Brotherly Affiftance draws, 

My labour was not loft. 
At my return I brought you thence — 
Neceffity, their ftrong Pretence, 

And thefe fhall quit the Coft. 


Did I for this my County bring 

To help their Knight againft their King, 
And raife the firft Sedition ? 

Though I the Bufinefs did decline, 

Yet Icontriv’d the whole Defign, 


_ , And fent them their Petition. 


(94) 
So many Nights fpent in the City 
In that invifible Committee ; 
The Wheel that governs all. 
From thence the Change in Church and State, 
And all the Mifchief bear the date 
From Haberdafbers Hall. 


Did we force Ireland to defpair, 
Upon the King to caft the War, 

- To make the World abhor him: 
Becaufe the Rebels us’d his Name, 
Though we our felves can dothe fame, 
While both alike were for him ? 


Then the fame fire we kindled here 
With that was given to quence it there, 
And wifely loft that Nation 
Todo ascrafty Beggars ue, 
To maim themfelves thereby to abufe 
The fimple Mans compaffion; § Have « 


(95) 
Have I fo often paft between | 
Windjor andWeftminfer, — 
And did my felf divide : 
, Lo keep his Excellence in awe, 
And give the Parliament the Law, 
For they knew none befide ? 


Did I for this take pains to teach 

Our zealous Ignorants to Preach, 

And did their Lungs infpire, 7 

Gave them their Texts, fhew’d them their Parts, | 

And taught them all their little Arts, | 
To fling abroad the Fire ? 


Sometimes to beg, fometimes to threaten, 
And fay the Cavaliers are beaten, 

To ftroke the Peoples Ears .;. 
Then ftreight whea ViCtory gcows cheap, 
And will no more advance the heap, 


Toraife the price of Fears. And 
en ee: 3 % 


(96 ) 
And now the Books, and now the Bells, 
And now our A& the Preacher tells, 
To edifie the People ; 
All our Divinity is News, 
And we have made of equal ufe. 


The Pulpit and the Steeple. 


And fhall we kindle all this Flame 
Only to put it out again, 

And muft we now give o’er, 
And only end where we begun? 
— Invain this Mifchief we have done, 


If wecandonomore. - 


If Men in Peace can hiave their Right. 
Where’s the neceffity to Fight, 
That breaks both Law, the Oath? 
They’l fay they fight not for the Caufe, 
Nor to defend the King and Laws, 
But as againft them both. — Eithes 


(97) 
Either the caule a at firft was ill, 
Or being good it is fo ftill ; 
And thence they will infer; 
That either now orat the fir 
They were deceiv'd ; or which is wort, 


That we our felves may err. 


But Plague and Famine will come in, 
For they and we are near of kin, 


And cannot go afunder: 


But while the wicked Starve, indeed 


The Saints have ready at tMtir need 


God’s Providence and Plunder: 


Princes we are it we prevail, 

And Gallant Villains if we fail, 
When to our Fame ’tis told ; 

It will not be our leaft of praife, 

Sin’a new State we could not raile, 


» Iodhave deftroy’d the old. H Thea 


( 98 ) 
Then let us ftay and Fight, and Vote, 
Till London is not worth a Groat , 
Oh ’tisa patient Bealt ! 
When we have gall’d and tyr’d the Mule, 
And can no longer have the rule, 


We'll have thie fpoil at leaft. 


To the Five Members of the Honourable 
Houfe of Commons. 


Tbe Humble Petitian of the POETS. 


Frer fo many Concurring Petitions 


From all Ages and Sexes, and all conditions, 
We come in the rear to prefent our Follies 

To Py, Stroude, Haflerig, H. and H. 
Though fet form of Prayer be an Abomination, 
Sct forms of Petétious find great Approbation: 


There- , 


(99 ) 
Therion as others from th’ bottom of their 
Souls, 
So we from the depth and bottom of our Bowls; 
According unto the blefled form you have 
taught US, 
Wethank you firft for the Ids you — brought us 
For the Good we receive we thank him sis 
| gave it, 
And you for the Confidence only to crave it. 
Next in courfe, we complain of the great ~io- 
lation | 
Of Priviledge (like the ref of our N — 
But ’tis none of yours of which we have {poken 
Which never had being, until they were broken: 
But ours is a Préviledze Ancient and Native, 
Hangs not on an Ordinance, or power Legiflative. 
And firft, tis to fpeak whatever we pleafe 
_ Without fear of a Prifow or Parfaivants Fees. 
H 2 Next, 


(100 ) 
N cxt, that we only may /ye by Authority, 
But in that alfo you have got the Priority. 
Next, an old Cuftom, our Fathers did name it 
Poetical licenfe, and always did claim it. 
By this we have power to change Age into 
Youth, 
Turn Nou-fence to Sence, and Falfhood to Truth; 
In brief,to make good whatfoever is faulty, — 
This Art fome Poet, or the Devil has taught ye: 
And this our Property you have Invaded, 
And a Privileage of both Houfes have made it: 
But that truft above all in Poets repofed, 
That Kgags by them only are made and De- 
pofed, ; | 
This though you cannot do, yet you are 
willing 5 


But when we undertake Depofing or Killing, 


They’re , 


( 101 ) 
They’re Tyrants and Monfters, and yecthen the 
— Poet | 
Takes full Revenge on the Villains that do it: 
‘And when we refume a Scepter or aCrowz, 
Weare Modeft, and feek not to make it our own. 
But is’t not prefumption to write Verfes to you, 
Who make the better Poems of the two ? 
For all thofe pretty Knacks you compofe, 
Alas, what are they but Poems in Profe ? 
And between thofe and ours there’s no difference, 
But that yours want the Rhime, the Wit and the — 
Senfe : 
But for lying (the moft noble part ofa Poet’) 
You have it abundantly, and your felves know it, 
And though you are Modeft and feem to abhor 
it, | 
*T has done you good fervice, and thank Hell fo : 
> : 
H 3 Al- 


( 102 ) 
Although the old Maxim remains ftill in Force, 
That a Sanctified Caufe, muft have a San@tified — 
Courfe. | 
IfPoverty bea part of our Trade, 
So far the whole Kingdom Poets you have made, 
Nay even fo far as undoing will doit, 
You have made Kang Charles himfelf a Poet: 
But provoke not his Mute, for all the World — 
knows, 


Already you have had too much of his Prof 


; A Wefton Wonder. 

; O younot know, nota Fortnight ago, 
D How they brag’d ofa Weitern wonder? 
When a Hundred and Ten, Slew five Thoufand 

~ Men, — 
With the help of Lightning and Thunder 

There Hopros was Slain again, and again, 


Or elle my Author did lve 5 With, 


(103 ) 
With a new Thanksgiving, for the Dead who are 
Living, | | 
To God, and his Servant Chidleigh. 
But now on which fide was this Miracle try’d, 
I hope we at laft are even; | 
For Sir Ralph and his Knaves, are rifen from 
their Graves, | 


To Cudgel the Clowns of Devon. 


And there Stamford came, for his Honour was 
‘sie ; 
Of the Gout three Months together; 

But it prov’d when they Fought buta running 
Gout, 


For his Heels were lighter than ever. 


For now he out-runs his Arms and his Guns, 


And leaves all his Money behind him. 


H 4 _ But 


( 104 ) 
But they follow after, unlefs he take Water 


At Plymouth again they will find him. 


What Reading hath coft, and Stamford hath loft, 
Goes deep in the Sequeftrations ; 
Thefe Wounds will not Heal, with your new 


Great Seal, 


Nor "fepfons Declarations. 


Now, Peters, and Cafe, in your Prayer and Grace 
| Remember the new Thankspiving ; : 
Tfaac and his Wife, now Dig for your Life, 

Or fhor tly, you’l Dig for your Living, 


A Second Weftern Wonder, 


X 7 Ou heard of that wonder, of the Light. 
: ‘ | ming and Thunder, 


Which made the lye fo much the louder : 


Now 


(105) 
Now lift toanother, that Miracle’s Brother, 
Which was done with a Firkin of Powder, 


Oh what a Damp, it ftruck through the Camp! 
But as for honeft Sir Ra/ph, | 
It blew him to the Vies, without Beard, or Eyes, 
But at leaft three Heads and a half. 
When out came the Book, which the News. 
Monger took 
From the Preaching Ladtes Letter, 
Where in the firft place, ftood the Congueror’s 
Face, 


Which made it fhew much the better. 


But now without lying, you may Paint him 
Flying, | 
At Briftol they fay you may find him, 
Great William the Coz, fo faft he did run, 
That he left half his Name behind him. 
_ ‘And 


( 106 ) 
And now came the Poft, faves all that was loft, 
But alas, we are paft deceiving, 
By a trick fo Stale, or elfe fucha Tale 


Might amount to a new Thank/giving. 


This made Mr, Cafe, with a pitiful Face, 
In the Pulpit to fall a Weeping, 
Though his Mouth utter’d Lyes, Truth fell from 
his Eyes, © 
Which kept the Lord Mayor from Sleeping. 
Now {hut up Shops, and {pend your laft Drops, 
For the Laws nor your Caufe, yo that 
loath ’um, | 
Left Effex fhould ftart, and play the Second part, 
Of Wor{bipful Six Fohn Hotham, 


News 


(107) 
News from Colchefter. 
Or, A Proper new Ballad of | certain Carnal 


| paffages betwixt a Quaker anda Colt, 
at Horfly near Colchefter in Effex. — 


To the Tune of Tom of Bedlam. 


I. 


i LL in the Land of Effex, 
A Near Colchefter the Zealous, 
On the fide ofa Bank, 
| Was play’d fuch a Prank, 
, As would make a Stone-horfe jealous. 
; | 7 
"Help Woodeock, Fox and Nailor, 
For Brother Green's a Stallion, 

_ Now alas what hope 

Of converting the Pope, 

When a Quaker turns Italian? — | 


( 108 ) 
3- 
Even to our whole profeffion 
A Scandal *twil be Counted, 
— When’tis talkt with difdain 
Amongft the Profane, 
How Brother Greex was Mounted. 
4. 
And in the Good time of Chriftmas, | 
Which though our Saints have damn’d all, 
Yet when did they Hear 
That a damn’¢ Cxvalier 
Ber play’d fuch a Chriftmas Gambal ? 
| : 
Had thy Flefh, O Green, been Pamper’d 
With any Cates unhallow’d, 
Hadit thou fweetned thy Gums, 
With Pottage of Plums, 


Or profane minc’d Pic hadit fwallow’d. 


{ 109 ) 
6. 
Rol’d up in wanton Swine’sfleth, 
The Fiend might have crept into thee; 
Then fullnefs of Gut 
Might have caus’d thee to Rut, 
And the Devil have fo Rid through thee. 
a 
But alas he had been feafted 
With a Spiritual Collation, 
By our frugal Mayor, 
_ Who can Dine ona Prayer, 
And {up on an Exhortation. 
8. 
‘Twas meer impulfe of Spirit, 
Though he us’d the Weapon Carnal : | 
Filly Foal/quoth he, 
My Bride thou fhalt be: 
And how this is Lawful, learn all. 


% 


(110) 
% 
For ifno refpeét of Perfons 
Be due ’mongft Sons of Adam, 
Ina large extent, 
Thereby may be meant 
That a Mare’sas good asa Madam: 
| | 10. 
Then without more Ceremony, 
Not Bonnet vail’d, nor kit her, 
But took her by Force, 
For Better for Worfe, 
And us’d her like a Sifter. 
Il, 
- Now when in fucha Saddle 
A Saint willneeds be Riding, 
Though we dare not fay 
’Tisa falling away, 


May there not be fome Back-fliding? 


iar: 


(int) 
, 12. 

No furely, quoth Fames Naylor, 
"Twas but an InfurreCtion 
Of the Carnal Part, 

For a Quaker in Heart 

Can never lofe perfeétion. 
| 13. 

For (as our Mafters * teach us) 

The intent being well Direfted, — 

Though the Devil Trepan 
The Adamical Man, 

The Saint ftands un-infefted. 

| T4. 

But alas a Pagan Jury 
Neer Judges what’s intended, | 

Then fay what we can, 
Brother Green’s outward Man 


V fear will be fufpended. Is. 


oF The Fefuits, | 


(112) 
£5. 
And our Adopted Sifter 
Will find no better quarter, 
But when him we inrol 
For a Saint, Filly Foal | 
Shall pafs her felf for a Martyr. 
16, 
hone that Spiritual Sodom’ 
No longer is thy debter, ~ 
O Colchefter, now 
Who’s Sodom but thou, 


Even according tothe Letter ? 


ASOWNG. 


Mew the humble God; that Dwells 
} “In Cottages and {moaky Celis, 
Hates Gilded Roofs and Beds of Down; 


And though he fears no Princes Frown, 


Flies from the circle of a Crown, Come, 


(113) 
Come, I fay, thou powerful God, 
And thy Leaden charming Rod, e 
Dipt in the Lethean Lake, | 
O’er his wakeful Temples fhake, 
Left he fhould Sleep and never Wake: 
Nature (alas) why art thou fo 
Obliged to thy greateft Foe ? 
Sleep that is thy beftrepaft, 
Yet of Death it bears a tafte, 


And both are the fame thing at laft. 


On Mr. John Fletcher's Works. 
O fhall we joy, when all whom Beaits and 
| Worms | 

Had curn’d to their own Subftances and Forms; 
Whom Farthto Earth, or Firé hath chang’d to 

Fire, | 
We fliall behold more theii at firft entite ; 
- - a. 


( 114 ) 
As now we do, to fee all thine thy own 
Inthis my Mufes Refurrection, 
Whofe fcatter’d parts from thy own Race, more 
Wounds 
Hath fufter’d, then Acfeox from his Hounds ; 
Which firft their Brains, and then their Belly Fed, 
_ And from their excrements new Poets bred. 
But now thy Mute enraged from her Urn 
Like Ghofts of Murder’d bodies does return 
_ T’ accufe the Murderers, to right the Stage 
And undeceive the long abufed Age, 
Which cafts thy praife on them, to whom thy 
Wit 
Gives not more Gold than they give Drofs to it: 
“Who not content like Felons to Purloyn, 
‘Add Treaion to it,and debaie thy Coyn. 
But whither am I ftraid 5 I need not raife- 


Frophies to thee from other Mens difpraife ; 


Nor 
¢ 


i 


(115 ) 
Nor is thy Fame on leffer Ruines Built, 
Nor needs thy jufter Title the foul Guile 
Of Eaftern Kings, who to fecure their Reign, 
Mutt have their Brothers, Sons and Kindred Slain: 
Then was Wits Empire at the fatal height, 
When labouring and linking with its weight, 
From thence a Thoufand leffer Poets fprung 
Like petty Princes form the fall of Rome 5 
When Fohnfon, Shakefpear, and thy felf did fit, 
And fway’d in the Triumvirate of Wit--- 
Yet what from Fohnfon’s Oylancd Sweat did flow’; 
Or what more eafie Nature did beftow | | 
On Shake(pears gentler Mufe, in thee fill growi 
Their Graces both appear, yet fo that none 
Canfay here Natureends, and Art begins; 
But mixtlike th’ Elements and Born liké Twins, 
So interweav'd, (0 like, fo much the fame, | 
None ; this meer N ature, that meer Aft cannamé: | 


| i Twas 


(116 ) | 
>T was this the Antients mean’t ; Nature and Skill 


Are the two tops of their Parnaffus Hilk 


To Sir Richard Fanfhaw upon bis Tranfla- 
tion of Paftor Fido. 


Uch is our Pride, our Folly, orour Fate, 
S That few but fuch as cannot write,T ranflate. 
But what in themis want of Art or Voice, 
Ta thee is either Modefty or Choice. | 
Whiles this great piece, reftor’d by thee doth ftand 
Mree from the biemifh ofan Artlefs Hand. 
Secure of Fame, thou juftly doft efteem 
Lefs honour to Create, than to Redeem. 
Nor ought a Genius lefs than his that Writ, 
Attempt Tranilation; for tranfplanted Wit, 
Allthe defects o- Air and foil doth Share, 
And colder Brains like colder Climates are: . 
: In 


¢ 


(117 ) 
In Vain they Toil, fince nothing can beget 
A vital Spirit but a vital Heat. | 
That fervile Path thou nobly doft Decline 
Oftracing Word by Word, and Line by Line. 
| Thofe are the labour’d Births of Slavifh Brains, 
Not the effeét of Poetry, but Pains; 
Cheap vulgar Arts, whofe narrownefs affords 
No flight for thoughts, but poorly fticks at 
Words. 

Anew and nobler way thou doft purfue 
_Tomake Tranflations and Tranflators too. 
They but preferve the Afhes, thou the Flame, . 
True to his Senfe, but truer to his Fame. 
Foording his Current, where thou find’ft it low 
Lev ft in thine ownto make it rife and flow ; 
Witely reftoring whatfoever Grace 
It loft by change of Times, or Tongues, or Place 

I 3 Nor. 


(118) 

Nor fettcr’d to his Numbers and his Times, 
Betray’ ft his Mufick to unhappy Rimes, 
Nor are the Nerves of his compacted ftrength 
Stretch’d and Diffolv’d into unfinnewed length: 
Yet afterall, (left we fhould think ic thine) 
Thy Spirit to his circle doft Confine. 

New Names, newDreflings, and theModern caft, | 
Some Scenes, fome Perfons alter’d, and out Fac’d 
The World, it were thy Work;for we have known 
Some thank’t and prais’d for what was lefs their 

own. | 

That Malters hand which to the Life can Trace 
The Airs, the Lines, and featur¢s of the Face, 
May with a Frce and Bolder {troke Expres 
A varied polture, ora flatt’ring Drefs ; 

He could have made thofe: like, who made she 

: a : unig! oe 


‘But that he knew his own defign was bett. 


( 119) 


A Dialogue between Sir John Pooley and 
Mr. Thomas Killigrew. 


p.P-FO-NO thee dear Thom. my {elf adreffing, | 
- Mott queremonioufly Confeffing, 


That I oflate have been compreffing. 


Deftitute of my wonted Gravity, 
I perpetrated Arts of Pravity, 


In a contagious Concavity. 


Making Efforts with all my Puiffance, 
For fome Venereal Reiouiffance, 


I got (as one may fay) anuyfance. 


K, Come leave this fooling Coufin Pooley, 
And in plain Englifh tell us truly 
Why u nder th’ Eyes you look ‘fo blewly ? 
: I4 Tis 


‘ 


( 120 ) 
*Tis not your hard words willavail you, 
Your Latin and your Greek will fail you, 


Till you fpeak plainly what doth ail you. 


When young, you led a Life Monaftick, 
And wore a Veft Ecclefiaftick; - 
Now in your Age you grow Fantaftick. 


P. Without more Preface or Formality, | 
A Female of Malignant Quality 
Set fire on Label of Mortality. 


The Faces of which Ulceration, 
Brought o’er the Helm a Dittillation, 


Through the Inftrument of Propagation. 


XK, Then Coufin, (as I guefs the matter) 
You have been an old Fornicater, 


And now are fhot ewixt Wind and Water. 


Youy 


( 121) 
Your ftyle has fuch an ill Complexion, 
That from your Breath I fear Infe@tion, 


That even your Mouth needs an Inje&tion. 


You that were once fo Oeconomick, 
Quitting the thrifty ftyle Laconick. 
Turn Prodigal i in Makeronick. 


Yet be of comfort I fhall fend a 
Perfon of Knowledge who can mend a 


Difafter in your nether end-a--- 


Whether it Palen be or Shanker, 
Cordee and Crooked like an Anchor, 


Your Cure too cofts you but a Spanker. 


Or though your Pifs be fharp as Razor, 


Do but confer with Dr. Frazer, 


He'll make your Running Nag a Pacer. | 


Nor 


i (122) 
Nor fhall you need your Silver quick Sir, 
Take Mongo Murrey’s Black Elixir, 
Andina Week it Cures your P---- Sir. 


But you that are a Man of Learning, 
So read in Virgil, fo difcerning, 
Methinks towards fifty fhould take warning. 


Once ina Pit you did + Mifcarry, 
That danger might have made one Wary ; 
This Pit is deeper than the Quarry. 


P. Give me not fuch difconfolation, 
Having now cur’d my Inflammation, 
rf 


To Ulcerate my Reputation. 


Though it may gain the Ladics Favour, 
Yet it may ratfe an evil Savour 
Uponall Grave and ftaid Behaviour. 
| And 


4+ Hunting near Pers he and his Horfe feil into a Quarry. 


of 


(123 ) 
And I will rub my Matter Pia, 
To find a Rhyme to Gonorrheia, 


And put it in my Litania. 


An Occaftonal Imitation of a Modern Author 
upon the Ggme of Chefs. 
Tablet ftood of that abfterfive Tree, 

" Where LEthiops fwarthy Bird did build her neit, 
Inlaid it was with Libian Ivory, 

Drawn from the Jaws of Africks prudent Beatft, | 
Two Kings like Sag/, fnuch Taller than the reft, 

‘Their equal Armies draw into the Field; . 
Tillone take th’ other Prifoner they conteft ; 

Courage and Fortune muft to Condu yield. 
- This Game the Perfian Magi didinvent, 

The force of Eaftern Wifdom to exprefs ; 

From thence to bufie Ewropeans fent, 

And fty?'d by Moderna Lumbards penfve Chefs. 
‘ — | Yet 


\ 
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Yet fome that fled from Troy to Rome report, 

Penthefilea Priam did oblige; 
Her Amazons, his Trojans taught this {port, 

To pafs the tedious ours of ten years Siege. © 
There fhe prefents her felf, whilft King and Peers 

Look gravely on whilft fierce Bellona fights ; | 
Yet Maiden Modefty her motions fteers, 

Nor rudely skips o'er Bifbops heads like Kpights. 


The Paffin of Dido for Eneas, 


HH at large deciar’d foves Embaffy, 
Cyllenius * from Axeas ftraight doth fly ; 


He loath to difobey the God’s command, 

Nor willing to foriake this pleafant-Land, 
Afham/’d the kind Elz2 to deceive, 

But more afraid to take a Solemn leave ; 

He many ways his labouring thoughts revolves, 
But fear o’er-coming fhame, at lait refolves | 


* Mercury. ¢! Cd 
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(Inftruéted by the God + of Thieves) to fteal 
Himfelf away, and his efcape Conceal. 

He calls his Captains, bids them Rigg the Fleet, 

That at the Port they privately fhould meet ; 

And fome diffembled Colour to projeé, _ 

That Dido fhould not their defign fufpe: ; 

But all in vain he did his Plot difguife : 

No Art a watchful Lover can furprize. 

She the firft motion finds; Love though moft 
fare, | = 

Yet always to it felffeems unfecure ; 

That wicked Fame which their firft Love pro- 
claim’d 

Fore-tells the end; the Queen with Rage in- 
flam’d 

Thus greets him, thou diflembler would’ft thou 
Fly. | | | - 

Out ofmy Arms by ftealth perfidioufly ? 


. t Mercury. | ~ Could 
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Could not the Hand I plighted, nor the Love, 
Nor thee the Fate of dying Dido rove ? 
And in the depth of Winter itt the Night, - 
Dark as thy black defigns to take thy Flight, 
To Plow thie Raging Seas to Coafts unknown, © 
The Kuigdom thou pretend’ft to notthineown; | 
Where Troy: reftor’d, thou fhouldft miftruft 4 
Wind | | | 
Falfe as thy Vows, and as thy Heart unkind. 
Fly’ft thou from me? by thefe dear drops of 
brine 
I thee adjure, by that right Hand of thine; 
By our Efpoufals, by our Marriage-bed, 
If all my Kindnefs ought have merited ; 
If ever I {tood fair in thy efteem, 
From Ruine, me,and- my loft Houfe redeem. 
| Cannot my Prayers a free acceptance find ? 
N or my Tears fofren an obdurate tind? . 
My, 


— (497) 
My Fame of Chattity, by which the Skies 
I reacht before, by thee extinguifht dies ; 
Into my Borders now Iarbas falls, | 
And my revengeful Brother fcales my Walls; 
The wild Namidians will advantage take, 
. For thee both Tyre and Carthage me forfake, 
_ Hadft thou before thy flight but lett with me 
A young Aine as who refembling thiee, 
Might in my fight have {ported, I had then 
Not wholly loft, nor quite deferted been; 
By thee no more my Husband, but my Gueit, 
Betray’d to mifchiefs, of which Death’s the leaft- 
With fixed looks he {tands, and in his Breaft 
By Foves command his fruggling care {uppreft ; 
Great Queen, your Favours and Defeits {> great, 
Though numtberlefs, I never thall torget, | 
No time, until my felf F have forgot ; 
Out of my Heare E/iza’s name {hall blot - 


But 
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But my unwilling flight the Gods inforce, 
‘And that muft juftifie our fad Divorce; 
Since I muft you forfake, would Fate permit, 
To my defires I might my Fortane fit; 
Troy to her Ancient Splendour I would raife, 
And where I firft began, would end my Days ; 
But fince the Lyciaz Lotts, and De/phick God 
Have deftin’d Italy for our abade ; 
_ Since you proud Carthage (fled from Tyre) ens 

joy, 
Why fhould not Latéurs us receive from Troy? 
As.for my Son, my Fathers angry Ghoft, 
Tells me his Hopes by my delays are croft, 
And mighty fove’s Embaffadour appear’d 
With the fame meffa ge, whom I faw and heard ; 
We both are griev’d when you orI complain, 
But much the more whenall complaints are vain; 


I 
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I call to Witnefs all the Gods and thy ! = 

Beloved Head, the Coaft of Italy | 

Againft my will I feek. 

Whilft thus he {peaks, fhe rowls hei fparkling 
Eyes; | 


. 


Surveys him round, and thus incens’d replies ; 
Thy Mother was no Goddefs, nor thy {tock 
From Dardanus, but in fome horrid Rock, 
Perfidious Wretch, rough Caucafus thee Bred, 
And with theit Milk Hircanian Tygers fed. 
Difimulation I fhall now forger, 
And my neterves of Rage in order fet; 
Could all my Prayers and foft Entreaties force 
Sighs from his Breaft, or from his look remorfe. 
Where fhall I firft complain? can Mighty Jove 
Or Fano fuch Impieties approve ? 
_ The juft Afrea {ure is fled to Hell. 
| Nor more in Earth, nor Heaven it felf will dwell. 
OK Of 
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Oh Faith! him on my Coafts by Tempett caft, 
‘Receiving madly, onmy Throne I plac’d ; 
His Men from Famine, and his Fleet from Fire 
I refcu'd: now the Lycian Lotts confpire 
With Phebus; now Foues Envoyt through the Air 
Brings difmal Tydings, as if fuch low care 
Could reach their thoughts, or their repofe di- 
fturb; 
_ Thouart a falfe Impoftor, and a Fourbe ; 
Go, go, purfue thy Kingdom through the Main, 
Thope if Heaven her Juftice ftill retain, 
Thou fhalt be Wrackt, or caft upon fome Rock, 
Where thou the Name of Dido fhalt invoke ; 
gli follow thee in Funeral Flames, when Dead 
My Ghoft fhall thee attend at Board and Bed, 
And when the Gods on thee their Vengeance 
! fhow, | 
That welcom News {hall comfort me below. 
This’ 


( 
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This faying, from his hated fight he fled : 
Conduéted by her Damféls to her Bed ; 
Yet reftle& fhe arofe, and looking out, 
_ Beholds the Fleet; and hears the Seamen fhout 
When great Eness pafs’d before the Guard, 
To makea view how all things were prepar’d. 
Ahcruel Love! to what doft thou inforce 
Poor Mortal Breafts? again fhe hath recourfe 
To Tears, and Prayers; again fhe feels the fmart 
Of a frefh Wound from his Tyrannick Dart. 
That fhe no ways nor means may leave untry’d, 
Thus to her Sifter fhe her felf apply’d 
Dear Sifter, my refentment hath not been 
So moving; if this Fate I had fore-feen ; 
Therefore to me this laft kind Office do, 
Thou haft fone intereft in our {cornful Foe, 
He trufts to thee thé Counfels of his mind, 


Thow his foft Hours, and free accefs canft find : ; | 
K 6 | | | Tell | 
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Tell him I fent not to the M:1% Coaft 
My Fleet to aid the Greeks ; his Fathers Ghoft 
' Tnever did difturb; ask him to lend | 
To this the laft requeft that I fhall fend, 
A gentle Ear; I wifhthat he may find 
A happy paffage, and a profp’rous Wind. 
That contract I not plead, which he betray’d, 
Nor that his promis’d Conqueft be delay’d ; 
All that I ask, is but a fhort Reprieve, 
Till I forget to Love and learn to Grieve ; 
Some paufe and refpite only I require, 
Till with my Tears i fhal] have quencht my Fire: 
Ifthy Addvefs can but obtain one day 
Or two, my Death that Servict fhall repay. 
Thus fhe intreats; fuch Meflages with Tears 
Condoling Azze to him, and from him bears ; 
But him no Prayers, no Arguments can move, 


The Fates refift, his Ears are ftopt by ove: 
| As 
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As when fierce Northen blafts from th’ Alpes 
defcend, | | 
From his firm Roots with ftrugling Gutts to rend 
- An Aged Sturdy Oak, the Ratling found 
Grows loud, with leafs and {catter’d Arms the 
ground 
Is over-laid ; yet he ftands fixt, as high 
As his proud Head is rais’d towards the Sky, 
So low tow’rds Hell his Rootsdefcend. With 
Pray’rs | 
And Tears the Hero thus aflail’d, great Cares 
He {mothers in his Breaft, yet keeps his Poft, 
All their Addrefles and their labour loft. 
Then fhe deceives her Sifter witha {mile, 
Ange inthe Inner Court eretts a Pile ; 
Thereon his Arms and once lov’d Portrait lay, 
Thither our fatal Marriage-bed convey ; 
K 3 | All 
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All curfed Monuments of him with Fire 
We muft abolifh (fo the Gods require) 
She gives her Credit, for “6 worle effect ° 
Then from Sichaeus Death fhe di d fufpect, 
And her commands obeys. 


Aurrra now had left Tithonws Bed, 


_ Andover the World her blufhing Raies did {pread? 


The Queen beheld as foon as day appear’d, 

The N avy under Sail, the Heaven clear’d ; | 

Thrice with her Hand her Naked Breaft fhe 
: knocks, | | 

And from her forehead Tears her Golden Locks. 

O Fove, fhe cry’d, and fhali he thus delude 

~ Me and my Realm! w hy i is he not purfu'd : 

Arm, Arm, fhe cryd, and let our Tyrtans Board 

With ours his Fleet, and carry Fire and Sword ; 

| Le eave nothing unattempted to > deftroy. 

That perju’d F Race, then Ie let us dve with joy 5 
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What if the event of War uncertain were, 

Nor Death, nor Danger, can the defperate fear ? 
But oh too late! this thing I fhould have done, 
When firft I plac’d the Traytor on my Throne. 
Behold the Faith of him who fav’d from Fire 
His honour’d Houfhold Gods, his Aged Sire 

His Pious fhoulders from Froy’s Flames did bear ; 
| Why did I not his Careafe piece-meal ‘Tear 
And caft it inthe Sea? why not deftroy 
“al his Companions and beloved Boy 

Afcanisn? and his tender Limbs have Dreft 
And made the Father on the Son to Feaft ? 
Thou Sun, whofe luftre all things here below 
Surveys ; and ‘Fano confcious ofmy woe ; 
Revengeful Furies, and Queen Frecate, 

Receive and grant my Prayer! ifhe the Sea | 
Mutt needs efcape,- and reach th’ Aufoxian Land, 
It “fove decree it, jove’s decree muft ftand ; 
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When Landed, may he be with Arms oppreft 
By his Rebelling People, be diftreft 
By Exile from his Country, be divore’d 
From young A/caviws fight, and be enforc’d 
To impiuic Yoreign Aids, and lofe his Friends 
By Violent and Undeferved Ends ; 
When to Conditions of unequal Peace 
He fhall fybmit, then may he not poffefs 
Kingdom nor Life, and find his Funeral _ 
y th’ Sands, when he before this day fhall fall: 
_ And ye, oh Tyriazs, with immortal hate 
Purfue this Race, this Service Dedicate 
To my deplored Afhes; let there be 
*Twixt us and them no League nor Amity. 
May from my bones a new Achilles rife, | 


Uhat thal] inteft the Trojaz Colonies 


With 
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With Fire, and Sword, and Famine, when ac 
| length | 

Time to our great attempts contributes Strength; 
Our Seas, our Shores, our Armies theirs oppofe, 
And may our Children be for ever Foes. 

A ghaftly palenefs Deaths approach portends, 
Then trembling fhe the fatal Pile afcends ; _ 
Viewing the Trojaz relicks, fhe unfheath’d ; 
/Eneas Sword, not for that ufe bequeath’d: 

Then on the Guilty Bed fhe gently lays 

Her felf, and foftly thus lamenting Prays; 

Dear Reliques whulft that Gods and Fates give 

leave, _ 

Free me from Care, and my glad Soul receive ; 
That date which Fortune gave I now muft end, 
And tothe fhadesa noble Ghoft defcend ; 
Sicheus blood by his falfe Brother {pilt, 
J have reveng’d, anda proud City built ; 

_ | Happy 
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Happy, alas! too happy I had liv’d, 
Had not the Trojaz on my Coaft arriv’d ; ° 
~ But fhall Idye without revenge? yet dye 
Thus, thus with Joy to thy Sycheus Fly. 
My confcious Foe my Funeral Fire fhall view 
_ From Sea, and may that Omen him purfue. 
Her fainting Hand let fall the Sword befmear’d 
With Blood, and then the mortal Wound ap 
pear’d ; 

Through all the Court the Fright and Clamours 
rie, 
Which the whole City fills with Fears and Cries, 
’ Asloudas ifher Carthage, or old Tyre | 

The Fos had entred, and had fet on Fire : 
Amazed Aane with fpeed afcends the Stairs, 
And inher Arms her dying Siiter Rears: 

Did you for this, your felt, and - beguile 

For fuch an end did { erect this Pile ¢ 

_ a Did, 
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Did you fo much defpife me, in this Fate 

My felf with you not to affociate ? _ 

Your felfand me, alas! this fatal Wound 

The Senate, and the People, doth Confound. 

Pil wafh her ‘Wound with Tears, and at her 
Death, | 

‘My Lips from hers fhall draw her parting | 
Breath. | 

Then with her Veft the Wound fhe wipes and 
dries ; | 

Thrice a her Arm the Queen attempts to. 
rife, 

But her ftrength failing, falls into a end, 

Life’s laft efforts yet ftriving with her Wound ; 

Thrice on her Bed fheturns, with wandri ing fight 

Sccking, fhe Groans when fhe beheld the light; | 

Then Juno pitying her difaftrous Fate, 


_ Sends Iris down, her Pangs to Mitigate, 


. | Since 
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(Since if we fall before th’ appointed day, 
Nature and Death continue long their Fray) 
Iris Defcends; This Fatal lock (fays fhe) 
To Plato T bequeath and fet thee free, 


Then clips her Hair, cold Numnefs {trait bereaves | 


Her Corps of Sente, and th’ Ayr her Soul re- 


ceives. 


ce 
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at. ae 
PREFACE 
_ TO THE 
Following ‘Tranflation. 


Oing this laft Summer to vifit the Wells, I 

took an occafion (by the way) to wait upon an 
Ancient and Honourable Friend of mine, whom I 
found diverting his (then folitary)) Retirement 
with the Latin Original of this Tranflation, which 
(being out of Print) Ihad never feen before: when I 
looked upon it, I faw that it had formerly paffed — 
through two Learned hands, not without approba- 
tion; which were Ben Johnfon, avd Sir Kenelme | 
Digby ; dat I found it, (where I {ball never find 
my felf) inthe fervice of a better Mafter, the Earl 
of Briftol, of whom I fhall fay no more; for I 
love not to improve the Honour of ihe Living, by 
impatring that of the Dead; and my own Profef- 
fon hath taught me, not to erect new Superftraucti- 
ons upon an old Ruine. He was pleafed to re~ 
commend it to me for my companion at the Wells, — 
where I lik’d the Entertainment it gave me fo well, 
that I undertook to redecm it from anobfolete Eng- 
lifh difguife, wherein an old Monk had cloathed 
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it, andto make as becoming a new Veft for it, as 1 


could, : 

The Author was a Perfon of Quality in Italy, his 
Name Mancini, which Family matched fince with 
the Sifter of Cardinal Mazarine; be was Co-tem- 
porary to Petrarch, asd Mantuan, and not long 
before Torquato Taflo; which fhews, that the 
Age they lived in; was not fo unlearned, as that 
which preceded, or that which followed. | 

The Aathor writ upon the four Cardinal Vertues, 
but Ihave Tranflated only the twofirft, not to turn 
the kindnefs 1 intended to him into an injury; 


or the two laf? ave little more than repetitions and 


recitals of the firft; and (to make a jaft excufe for 


him) they could not well be otherwife, fince the two — 


daft Vertues are but deftendants from the firf; 
Prudence being the true Mother of Temperance, and 
true Fortitade the Child of Fuftice. 


Of 
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Of Prudence. 


r Tidoms firt Progrefs isto take aview 
What’s decent-or undecent, falfe ortrye: 
He’s truly Prudent, who can feparate 
Honeft from Vile, and ftill adhere to that ; 


Their difference to meafure, and to reach, 


. Reafon well retify’d muft Nature teach. 


And thefe high Scrutinies are fubjeéts fit 

For Man’s all.fearching and enquiring Wit ; 

That fearch of Know ledge did from Adam flow ; 

Who wantsit, yet abhors his wants to fhow. 

Wifdom of what her felf approves, makes 
Choice, 

Nor is led Captive by the Common Voice. 

Clear-fighted Reafon Wifdoms Judgment leads, 

And Senfe, her Vaffal, in her footftoops Treads. 


That 
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That thou to Truth the perfect way may’ft know; 
To thee all her fpecifick Forms I'l] fhew ; 
He that the way to Honelfty will learn, 
Firft what’s to be avoided mutt diftern. 
Thy ‘elf from flattering felf-conceit defend, 
Now what thou doft not know, to know pre. 

tend. | 


Some fecrets deep in abfirufe Darknefs lye ; 


Tofearch them, thou wilt need a piercing Eyc. 


Not rafhly therefore to fuch things affent, 

Which undeceiv’d, thou after mayft repent ; 

Study and Time in thefe muft thee inftru@, 

And others old Experience may condu. 

Wifdom her felf her Ear doth often lend 

To Counfel offer’d by a faithful Friend. — 

In equal Scales two doubtful matters lay; 

Thou mayit chufe fafely that which moft doth 
> weigh; 
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Tis not fecure, this place, or that to Guard, 
If any other entrance ftand unbarr’d : 
He that efcapes the Serpents Teeth, may fail 
Ifhe himfelf fecure not from his Tayl. 
Who faith, who could fuch ill events expect ° 
With fhame on his own Counfels doth refle&; . 
Moft in the World doth felf-conceit deceive, 
Who Juft and Good, what e’er they act, believe . 
To their Wills Wedded; to their Errors Slaves, : ' 
No Man (like them) they think himfelf behaves. 
This ftiff-neckt Pride, nor Art, nor Force, can 

bend, 

Nor high-flown hopes to Reafons Lure defcend. 
Fathers fometimes their Childrens Faults regard 
With Pleafure, and their Crimes with gifts re- 

ward. _ 
Ill Painters when they draw, and Poets Write; 
Virgil and Titian, (felf admiring) flight ? 
OL Ther 


v 


( 146 ) 
Then all they do, like Gold and Pearl appears, 
And others Actions are but Dirt to theirs ; | 
They that fo highly think themfelves above 
All other Men, cheat elves can only love ; 
Reafon and Virtue, all chat Man can boaft 
O’er other Creatures, in thofe Brutes are loft. 
Obferve (ifthee this Fatal Errour touch, 
‘Thouto thy felf contributing too much) 
Thofe who are, Generous Humble, Juft ‘and 
Wife, . 
Who nor their Gold, nor themfelves Idolize ; 
To form thy felf by their Example, learn, 
~ (For many Eyescan more than one difcern) 
But yet beware of Councels whien too full, 
Number makes lon ¢ Difputes and Gravene(s dull; 
Though their Advice be good, their Counfel wife, 
. Yet Length ftill lofes Opportunities : 
_ Debate 


¢ 
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Debate deftroys difpatch ; as "Fruits we ‘fee 
Rot, when they hang too long. g.upon the Tree; " 
In vain that Husbandman His Seed doth fow. 
If he his Crop, not in due feafon Mow. | 
iA General fets his Army i in Array 
In vain, unlefs he Fight, arid win the day. 
Tis Virtuous Action that mutt Praif bring 
forth, 
Without which, flow Advice’ is little Ge, 
Yet they who give good Counfel, Praife de- | 
ferve, — —— | 
Though i in the active pat t thiey cannot fe ve : 
In. A&tion, Learned Counfellors their Age, 
Profeffion, or Difeate, forbids ingage. 
* Not to Philofophers 1S praife deny’d, | 
: Whofe wife Inftruftions After-ages guide ; 
Yet vainly moft their Age in Study {pend ; 
No endof Writing Books, and to noend: 
: Lo Beat- 
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Beating their Brains for ftrange and hidden 


things, | 


Whofe Knowledge, nor Delight, nor Profit 


brings’; a 
Themfelves with doubts both Day and Night 

perplex, | 
Nor Gentle Reader Pleafe, or Teach, but Vex. 
Books fhould to one of thefe four ends conduce, — 
For Wifdom, Piety, Delight, or Ufe. | 
What need we gaze upon the fpangled Syie? - 
Or into Matters hidden Caufes pry ? 


To defcribe every City, Stream,-or Hill | 
* Pth? World, our Fancy with vain Arts to fill ? 


What is’t to hear a Sophifter that pleads, 

Who by the Ears the deceiv’d Audience leads? 

If we were Wife, thefe things -we fhould not 
_ mind, | | 

a more delight in eafic matters find. 

. | Learn 
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Learn to Live’well, that thou may’ft Dye fotoo ; 
ToLiveand Dyeisallwehavétodo: 
The way (ifno Digreffion’s made) is even, 

_ And free accefs, if we but ask, is given. ! 
Then feek to know thofe things which make us. 

bleft, 

And} having found them, Tock them in thy 
_ Breatt ; _ 
Enquiring then the way, go on, nor flack, | | 
But mend thy pace, nor think of going back. 
Some their whole Age in thefe Enquiries waft, — 
And dye like Fools before one ftep they paft 5 
Tis ftrange to know the way, and not t’advance, | 
That knowledge i is tar worfe than Ignorance. 
The learned teach, but what they teach, not do; 
And ftanding ftill themfelves, make others ZO. 

In vain on Study, time away we throw, 

When we forbear to A& the things we know. 


L 3 | The 
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The Soldier that Philofopher well bjam’d, 
Who long and loudly in the Schools declaim’ ds 
Tell (faid the Soldier ) venerable Sir, | 
Why all thefe Words, this Cl: amour, and this ftir? 
Why do difputes i in wrangling {pend the day’ o 
Whilft one fays only Yea, and t > other N ay. 
Oh, faid the Dottor, we for Wildom toyl'd, 
For which none toyls too much the Soldier 
{mild ; | Se 
Y’ are Gray and Old, andi to fore Pious ng 
This Mals of Treafure you fhould now reduce : 
But you your ftore have Hoarded i in fome Bank, 
For which th’ Infernal Spirits fhall you thank, 
Let what thou learnef be by Praétice fhown, 
» Tis faid that. Witdoms Children make her 
know ne > 
Whar S good doth Open to th’ enquirer ftand, 
And of it fel offers to th’ head Hand ; 
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All chings by Order and true Meafure’s done, 
Wifdom will end, as well as fhe begun. 
Let early care thy main Concerns fecure, 
' Things of lefs Moment may delays endure: 
Men do not.for their Servants firft prepare, 
And of their Wives and Children-quit the Care; 
Yet when we're fick the Doftor’s fetch’t in haft, 
Leaving our great concernment to the laft. 
When we are well, our hearts are only: fet 
(Which way we care not) to be Rich, or Great; 
What fhall become of all that we have got; 
We only. know that us it follows not ; 
And whata trifle is a Moments Breath, 
Laid in the Scale with everlafting Death? | 
What’s Time, when on Eternity we think? 
A thoufand Ages inthat Sea muft fink; 
Time’s nothing but a Word, a Million 
Is ont as far from Infinite as One. 
L 4 re Xo | 
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To whom thou much doft owe, thou much mutt 
pay, 
Think on the Debt againft th’ accompting-day ; 
God who to thee Reafon, and Knowledge lent, 
Will ask how thefe two Talents have been {pent. 
Let not Jow Pleafures thy high Reafon Blind, 
He’s Mad, that feeks what no Mane’er could 
find. ; 
Why fhould we fondly pleafe our Senfe, wherein 
Heafts us exceed nor feel the ftings of fin ? 
What thoughts Mans Reafon better can become, 
Than th’ expectation of his welcome Home re 
Lords of the World have but for Life their 
| Leafe, | 
And me too, (ifthe Leflor pleafe) muft ceafe. 
: Death cancels Natures. on but for our 
Deeds 
(That Debt firlt ai id 5 a a frit account fuc- 
ceeds If 
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Ifhere not clear’d, no Surety-fhip can Bail — 
Condemned Debtors from th’ Eternal Goal; 
 Chrift’s Blaod’s our Balfom, if that cure us here, 
Him when our Judge, we fhall not find fevere; — 
His Yoke is eafie whenby us embrac’d, 
But loads and galls, ifon our Necks "tis caft: | 
Be juft in all thy Actions, and ifjoyn’d 
With thofe that are not, never change thy mind; 
If ought obftru& thy Courfe, yet ftand not ftill, 
But wind about, till thou have topp’d the Hill; 
To the fame end Men feveral Paths may Tread, ~ 
As many Doors into one Temple lead ; 
And the fame Hand into a fift may clok, " 
Which inftantly a Palm expanded fhows: 
Juftice and Faith never forfake the Wife, 
a Yet may occafion put him in Difguife ; 
Not turning like the Wind, but if the ftate 
Ofhings muft change, he is not obftinate ; 
| Things 


¥ 
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Things paft, and future with the prefent weighs, 
Nor credylous of what Vain Rumour fays: 
Few. things by Wifdom are at firft beliewd, | 
An eafie Ear deceives, and is deceiv’d ; 
For many Truths have often.paft for Lies, - 
And Lies as often put on Truths Difguife : 
_ As Flattery: tod oft like Friendthip fhows, - 
So them, who fpeak plain Truth we think our 

Foes. | 
No:quick reply.to Dubious Queftions make, 
Sufpence and caution ftill prevent miftake. . 
When any great defign thou doft intend, 7 
Think on the Means, the Manner,'and ihe End: . 
All great Concernments muft delaysendure; 
Rafhnefs and hait make all things unfectire 5. 
And if uncertain thy Pretenfions be, | 

Stay till fit time wear out uncertainty -_ 
. But iftto unjuft things thou doft pretend, 


- Per they begin let thy Pretenfions end, Let 
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Let thy Difcourfe be fuch, that thouay’ft give, 
Profit to others, or from them receive : 


Inftru& the Ignorant, to thofe that Jive 


~ @ be 


Under thy care, good Rules and Patterns give ; -.."; 
Nor ist the leaft of Virtues, to relieve | | i 
Thofe whom A ffictions or eneaeet ae 
Commend but fparingly whom thou doft love = 
But lefs Condemn whom thou dof not approves. 
Thy Friend, like Flattery, too much Praife dai, 
wrong, | 
And too Sharp Cenfure fhewsan evil Tongue : 


But let inviolate Truth be always dear. 


_ To thee, even before Friendhip, Truth prefers’ .” 


Than what thou mean’ft togive, ftill pramifelefs 
Hold faft the Power, thy Promife to increafe : 

Look forward what’s to come, and back what’s | 
patt, : 
Thy life will be with Praife and Prudence grac’d : 
a What 
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What lofs, or gain may follow thou may'ft guefs, 
Thou then wilt be fecure of the fuccefs ; 
Yet be not always on Affairs intent, 


But let thy Thoughts be eafie, and unbent ; 


When our Minds Eyes are dif-ingag’d and fee, 


They clearer, farther, and diftinGly fee ; 

They quicken floth, perplexities unty, — 

Make Roughinefs Smooth, and Hardnefs Mollifie; 

And though our Hands from Labour are releaft, 

Yet our Minds find ( even when we fleep) no 

reft. 7 

Search not to find how other Men offend, 

But by that Glafs thy own Offences mend ; 

Still feek to Learn, yet care not much from 
. whom, 

(So it be Learning) or from whence it come. 

Ofthy own Attions, others Judgments learn, 


Often by fmall, great matters we difcern: 


™ 
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(157) 

Youth, what Mans Age is like to be doth fhow ; 
We may our Ends by our Beginnings know. 
Let none direét thee what to do or fay, | 
Till thee thy Judgment of the Matter {way ; 
Let not the pleafing many thee Delight, _ 
Firft Judge, if thofe whom thou doft pleafe, Judge 

right. | 
Search not to find what lies too deeply hid, 
Nor to know things, whofe knowledge is forbid “2 
Nor climb on Pyramids, which thy head turns 

round | 

Standing, and whence no fafe Defcent is found : : 
In vain his Nerves and Faculties he ftrains’ | 
To rife, whofe raifing unfecure remains : 
They whom Defert and Favour forwards thruft, 
Are Wife, when they their meafures can adjutt. 
When well at Eafe, and Happy, live content, | 
And then confider why that Life was lent, 

When 
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Whea Wealthy,. ics thy Wifdom not to be 
To Wealth a ‘Servant, but make Wealth ferve 
thee. 
| Though all alone, yet nothing think or do, 
Which nor a Witnefs, nor a Judge might knows 
The higheft Hill, is the moft flippery place, 


And Fortune mocks us with a {miling Face ; 


And her unftcady Hand hath often plactd 

Men in high Power, but feldom holds them fatt 

Againft her then her Forces Prudence joyns, 

And to the Golden Mean her felf confines. 

More in Profperity is Reafon toft, 

Than Ships in Storms, their Helms and Anchors 
lofts 

Before fair Gales not all our Sayls we bear, 

But with fide Winds into fafe Harbours fteer ; 

More Ships in Calms on a deceitful Coaft, 

__ Or unfeen Rocks, than in high Storms are loft. 

Who’ 


(159) 
Who cafts out threats and one no 0 Mat de- 
ceives, a : 
Time for Refiftance, and Defeheelie gives; * 
But Flattery ftill ir fugar’d Words betrays, “’ 
And Poyfon in high tafted Meats conveys ; y 
So Fortunes finiles unguarded Man furprize, 


But when fhe Frowns, he Arms, and her defies, 


Of Juice. | 


T° the firft San&tion, Nature gave toMan, 
Each other to affiftin what they can; 


Jutt or Unjuft, this Law for ever ftands, 


_ All things are good °y Law which fhe com- 
| mands ; 


The firft. ftep;; Man to’ards ona muft july, 
live, | | 
Who t? us himfelf, and all we have did give ; 
In vain doth Man the Name of Juft expeét, 
This Devotions he toGod negle@ ; — Se 
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So mu(ft we reverence God, as firft to know ~ 
Juftice from him, not from our felves doth flow : 
God thofe accepts who to Mankind are Friends, 
Whofe Juftice far as their own Power extends; 
In that they imitate the Power Divine, 
The Sun alike-on Good and Bad doth fhine ; 
And he that. doth no Good, although no ill, 
Does not the office of the Juft fulfil. | 
Virtue doth Man to virtuous AGions fteer, 
Tis not enough that he fhould Vice forbeat'; 
We live not only for our felves tO care, 
‘Whilfc they that want it are deny’d their fhare. | 
Wife Plato faid, the World with Men was ftor"d, 
That fuccour each to other might afford ; 
N or are thofe fuccours to one fort confin’d, — 
But feveral parts to feveral Menconfign’d; _ 
~ He that of his own Stores ‘no part can give, 


"May with his Counfl or his Hands relieve, 


ij 
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If Fortune make thee Powerful, give Defence 
’Gaintft Fraud, and Forcé, to haked T Innocence: 
And when our Juftice doth her Tributes Pays 
Method and Order muft diredt the way : 
Firft to our God we mutt with i revetenice Bow, 
The fecond Honour to our Prince we owe; 
Next to Wives, Parents, Children, fit refpedt, 
And to our Friends and Kindred we dire: 
Then we mutt thofe, ‘who groan beneath the 

weight 
Of Age, Difeate, or Want, eomentiouuey 
’Mongft thofe whom honeft Lives can recom= | 

mend, | | 
Our Juftice more Compaffion fhould extend ; 
To fuch, who thee in fome Diltrefs did aia, 
Thy Debt of thanks with Intereft fhould be paid: 
As Hefiod fings, {pread Waters o’er thy Field, 
And a moft juft and glad Increafe “twill yield ; 
M But 
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But yet take heed, left doing good toone, 
Mifchief and Wrong be to another done ; 
Such Moderation with thy Bounty joyn, 

That thou may’ft nothing give that is not thine; 
That Liberality is but caft away, 

Which makes us borrow what we cannot pay : 
And no accefs to Wealth let Rapine bring ; 

Do nothing that’s not Juft, to be a King. 
Juftice muft be from Violence exempt, 
But Fraud’s her only Objet of Contempt. 
_ Fraud in the Fox, Force in the Lyon dwells; 
But Juftice both from Humane Hearts expels; 
But he’s the greateft Monfter (without doubt) 
Whois a Wolf within, a Sheep without ; 

Ner only ill Injurious A€tions are, 
But evil Words and Slanders bear their fhare. 
Truth Juftice loves, and Fruth Injuftice fears, 
Truth above all things a Juft Man Reveres : 


Though 
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Though not by Oaths we God to Witnefs call, 
He fees and hears, and ftill remembers all ; 
And yet our atteftations we may wreft; 
Sometimes to make the Truth more manifeft ;_ 
If by a Lye a Man preferve his Faith, 
He Pardon, Leave, and Abfolution hath ; 
Or if I break my Promife, which to thee 
Would bring no goed, but prejudice to me, 
All things committed to thy truft Conceal, ° 
Nor what’s forbid. by any means Reveal. 
Exprefs thy felf in plain, not doubtful words, 
That, ground for Quarrels or Difputes affords : 
Uitle& thou find occafion, hold thy Tongue, 
Thy felf or others, carele{s talk may wrong. 
Wheri thou art called into publick Power, 
And when a crowd of Suitors throng thy Door, 
Be fure no great Offenders "fcape their dooms, | 
Small  praite from Lenity, and Remifsnefs comes: 

, M 2 | Crimes 
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Crimes pardoned, others to thofe Crimes invite, 
~ Whilft Lookers on, fevere Examples fright : 
When by a pardon’d Murderer Blood is fpilt, 
The Judge that pardon’d, hath the greateft 
Guilt ; | 
Who accufe Rigour, make a grofs miftake, 
One Criminal pardon’d, may an hundred make ; 
When Juftice on Offenders is not done, 
Law, Government, Commerce, are overthrown; 
As befieg’d Traytors with the Foe confpire, 
T unlock the Gates, and fet the Townon Fire. 
Yet let the Punifhment th’ Offence exceed, 
Juftice with Weight and Meafure muft proceed : 
Yet when pronouncing Sentence, feem not glad, 
Such Spectacles, though they are Juft, are Sad . 
Though what thou doft, thou ought’ft not. te 
Repent, | 
Yet Humane Bowels cannot but relent ; 
Rather 
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Rather than all muft fuffer, fome mutt dye ; 
Yet Nature muft condole their Mifery ; 
And yet if Many equal Guilt involve, 
Thou may ft not thefe Condemn, & thofeA bfolve. 
Juftice, when equal Scales fhe holds, is Blind, 
Nor Cruelty, nor Mercy, change her Mind : 
When fome efcape for that which others dye, 
Mercy to thofe, to thefe is Cruelty. 


: A fine and flender Net the Spider Weaves, 


- Which little and light Animals receives ; 

And if fhe catch a common Bee or Fly, 

They with a piteous Groan and Murmur dye; 

| But ifa Wafp or Hornet fhe entrap, 

: They tear her Cords like Sam/on, and efcape ; 

| So like a Fly the poor Offender dies ; 

- But like the Wafp, the Rich efcapes, and Flyes: 

Do not if one but lightly thee offend, 

The punifhment beyond the Crime extend ;. | 
. M3 | _ Or 
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Or after warning the Offence forget ; 
So God himfelfour failings doth remit. 
Expe& not more from Servants than is Juft, 
Reward them well, ifthey obferve their Truft 
Nor them with Cruelty or Pride invade, | 
Since God and Nature them our Brothers made ; 
Ii his Offence be great, let that fuffice . | | 
i" hight, forgive, for no Man’s always Wife. 


THE 
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THE 
PREFACE 


T early Miftrefs, nom my Antient Mafe, 
M That strong Circexan liquor ceafe to infufe, 
Wherewith thou didft intoxicate my Youth, 

Now ftoop with dif-inchanted Wings to Truth ; 

As the Doves flight did guide 7Eneas, nom 

May thine conduct me to the Golden Bough; 

Tell (like a Tall Old Oake) how Learning Shoots 
To Heaven her Branches, andto Hell her Roots, 
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The Progrefs of Learning. 
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Ay God from Earth form’d Adam in 

‘© ahe Baft,.” oc ee 

He his own Image on the Clay impreft : a 

As Subjects then the whole Creation came, 

And from their Natures Adam them did Name, 

Not from Experience, (for the World was new) 

He only from their Caufe their Natures knew. 

Had Memory been loft with Innocence, 

We had not known the Sentence nor th’ O£ 
fence ; 

’T was his chief Punifhment to keep in Store 

The fad remembrance wnat lc was before ; 

And though th? offend ung port jelr mortal pain, 


The’ immortal Lnart, 1ts Knowledge did retain, © 


be 4 «~ 
i ee 


( 169 } 

After the Flood, Arts to Chaldza fell, | 

The Father of the Faithful there did dwell, _ 
Who both their Parent and Inftruter was ; 
From thence did Learning into Agypt pats 

Mofes in all th’ Aigyptian Arts was skill’d, — 
When Heavenly Power that chofen Veffel fill’d, 
And we to his High Infpiration owe, | 


That what was done before the Flood, we know: 


- From £gypt, Arts their Progrefs made to Greece, 


Wrapt in the Fable of the Golden Fleece. 
Maufeus firft, then Orpheus Civilize 
Mankind and gave the World their Deities ; 


To many Gods they taught Devotion, 


- Which were the diftin& faculties ofone; 


The Eternal caufe, in their immortal Lines 

Was taught, and Poets were the firft Divines: 
God Mofés firft, then Daviddid infpire, 
To compofe Anthems for his Heavenly Quire; 

| 7 To 


bh) 


(170 ) 
Toth’ one the Style of Friend he did impart, 
On th’ other ftampt the likenefs of his Heart : 
And Mofes, in the Old Original, 
Even God the Poet of the World doth eal. 
Next thofe old Greeks, Pythagoras did rife, 
Then Socrates, whom th’ Oracle cal?'d Wife ; 
The Divine Plato Moral Virtue fhows, 
Then his Difciple Ariffotle rok, 


Who Natures Secrets to the World did teach, 


Yet that great Soul our Novelifts impeach ; 


Too much manuring fill’d that Field with Weeds, 
Whilft Se€ts, like Locufts, did deftroy the Seeds; 


The Tree of Knowledge blafted by difputes, 
Produces faplefs Leaves inftead of Fruits - | 
Proud Greece, all Nationselfe, Barbarians held, 
Boafting her Learning all the World excell’d. 
Flying from thence, + to Italy it came, 


And to the Realm of Naples gave the Name, 


ST CSE 


+ Grecia Major. 


Till, 
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Till both their Nation and their Arts did come 
A welcom Trophy to Triumphant Rome: 
Then whenfoe’er her Conquering Eagles fled, 
Arts, Learning, and Civility were fpread ; 
And as in this our Microcofm, the Heart 
Heat, Spirit, Motion gives to every part ; 
So Rome’s Vitorious influence did difperfe 
All her own Virtues through the Univerfe. 
Here fome Digreffion I muft make t’ accufe 
Thee my forgetful, and ingrateful Mufe : 
Could’ft thou from Greece to Latinm take thy 

Flight, | | 
And not to thy great Anceftor do Right? 
Ican no more believe Old Homer Blind 
Than thofe, who fay the Sun hath never fhin’d ; 
The Age wherein heliv’d, was dark, but he 
Could not want fight, who taught the World to 


fee: 
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They who Miz-rva from Foves head derive, 
Micht make Old Homer's Skull the Mufes Hive; 
And from his Brain, that Helicon Dittil, 
Whole Racy Liquor did his off-fpring fill. 
Nor old Axacreon, Hefiod, Theocrite 
Muft we forget, nor Péndar’s lofty Flight. 
Old How:er’s Soul at laft from Greece retir’d ; 
In Italy the Mautuan Swain infpir’d. 
When Great Augu/tus made Wars Tempelts ceafe 
- His Halcyon days brought forth the Arts of Peace; 
He ftillin his Triumphant Chariot fhines, 
By Horace drawn, and Virg#l’s mighty lines. 
>T was certainly myfterious * that the Name 
Of Prophets and of Poets is the fame ; | 
What the Tragedian wrote, 4+ the late fuccefs 
; Declares was Infpiration, and not Guefs : 
As dark a truth that Author did unfold, 


As Oracles, or Prophets e’er fore-told : 


* Vates. + Seneca. Ate 
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At laft the Ocean {ball unlock * the Bound — 
| Of things, and a New World by Typhis found, 
— Then Ages far remote foall under Pand 

The Ile of Thule is not the farthe( Land. 

Sure God. ,by thefe Difcoveries, did defign 

That his clear Light through all the World 
fhould Shine, 

But the Obftruction from that Difcord a 

‘The Prince of Darknefs makes ’twixt Chriftian 
Kings ; 

That peaceful Age, with happinefs to Crown 

From Heaven the Prince of Peace himfelf came 
down. 

Then the true Son of Knowledge firft appear’d, 

And the old Dark Myfterious Clouds were 
-_clear’d, | 

The heavy Caufe of th’ old accurfed Flood 

Sunk in the facred Deluge of his Blood. 


2 * The Prophecy, His 
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His Paffion, Man from his firt fall, redeem’d ; 
Once more to Paradice reftor’d we feem’d : 
Satan himfelf was bound, till ch’ Iron Chain 
Our Pride did break, and let him loofe again. 
Still the Old Sting remain’d, and Man began 
To tempt the Serpent, as he tempted Man; 
Then Hell fends forth her Furies, Avarice; 
Pride, 
Fraud, Difcord, Force, Hypocrifie their 

Guide; : 


Though the Foundation on a Rock were laid, 


The Church was undermin’d, and then bettay’d ; 
_ Though the Apoffles, thefe Events fore-told, 

Yet even the Shepherd did devour the Fold: 
The Fither to convert the World began, 
The Pride convincing of vain-glorious Man ; 
But foon, his Follower srew a Soveraign Lord, 
And Peter’s Keys exchang’d for Peter’s Sword, 

Which, 
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Which ftill maintains for his adopted Son 
Vatt Patrimonies, though himfelfhad none; 
Wrefting the Text to the old Gyants Senfe, 
That Heaven, once more, mutt fuffer Violence; 
Then fubtle Doétors, Scriptures, made their 
prize, | : 
Cafuifts, like Cocks, ftruck out each others 
| Eyes; 
Then dark DiftinGions, Reafons light cigui, 
And into Atoms, Truth Anatomiz’d, 
Then Mahomet?s Crefcent bY our fewds en- 
creaft, > 
Blafted the Jearn’d Remainders of the Eaft: 
That projett, when from Greece to Romeit came, 
Made Mother Ignorance Devotions Dame ; 
Then, He whom Lacifer’s own Pride did {well, 
His faithful Emiffary, rofe from Hell 


To 
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To poflefs Perer’s Chair, that Hildebrand 
Whofe Foot on Miters, then on Crowns did 
ftand, oe es 
And before that exalted Idol, all 
‘(Whom we call Gods on Earth) did proftrate 
fall. 
Then Darknefs, Earope’s Face did over-fpread 
From lazy Cells, where fuperftition Bred, | 
Which, link’d with Blind Obedience, fo encreaft 
That the whole World, fome Ages they oppreft; 


Till chrough thofe Clouds, the Sun of Knowledge 


brake, 

And Ezrope from her Lethargy did wake: 

Then, firft our Monarchs were acknowledg’d 
here 

That they their Churches Nurfing-Fathers 
were. . 


When 
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When Luacéfer no longer could advance 


: His works on thie fale Ground of Ignorance, 


N cw Arts he tries, and new Defigns he lays, 
Then his well-ftudy’d Mafter-piece he plays; 


_ Lyola, Lutber, Calvin he infpires 


And kindles, with infernal Flames, their Fires, 


_ Sends their fore-runner (confcious of th’ event) 


Printing, his moft pernicious Inftrument: 


. Wild Controverfie then, which long had flept, 


. Into the Prefs from ruin’d Cloyfters leapt ; 


_ No longer by Implicit Faith we err, 


Whilft every Man’s his own Interpreter ; 


No more conducted now by Aaron’s Rod, 


. Lay-Elders, from their Ends, create theit God. 
~ But feven Wife Men, the Ancient World did 


it 


know, | 

We fcarce know feven, who think themfelves 
~ pot fo. | 
N When 
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“When Man learn’d undefil'd Religion, 
We were commanded to be allas one; 

| Fiery difputes, that Union have calcin’d, 
Almoft as many mindsas Men we find, 


| And when that Flame finds combuttible Barth, 


Thence Fatuus Fires and Meteors take their, 


Birth, | 


Legions of Seéts, and Infeéts come in throngs; + . 


To name them all, would tire a Hundred 
Tongues. 

Such were the Centaures of Ixion’s Race 

Who, a bright Cloud, for ‘funo did-embrace, | 

And fuch the Monfters of Chimera’s kind, 

Lyons before, and Dragons were behind. 

Then from the clafhes between Popes and 

Kings, | 

7 Debate, like {parks from Flints collifion, fprings: 

| AS 
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As Fove’s loud. Thunder-bolts were —_ by 
heat, 
The like, our Cyclops, on their Anvils, beat ; 
All the RichMines of Learning, ranfackt are 
To furnifh Ammunition for this War: 
Uncharitable Zeal our Reafon W hets, 
And double Edges on our Paffion fets ; 
Tis the moft certain fign, the World’s accurft; 
‘ That the beft things corrupted, are the worft ; | 
’T was the corrupted Light of knowledge, hurPd, 
Sin, Death, and Tenorance o’er all the World; ie 
That Sun like this, ( from whichour fight we 
have) 
Gaz’d on too long, refumes the light he gave ; 


- And whén thick mite ‘of doubts obfcure his” . 


beams, 
: Our Guideis Errour, and our Vifions, Dreams ; 
N 2, "T'was 
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Twas no falfe Heraldry, when Madnefs drew 
Her Pedigree from thofe, who too much Knew 
Who in deep Mines, for hidden Knowledg toyls, 
Like Guns o’er-charg’d, breaks, miffes, or re- 
‘coils; | i | 
When fubtle Wits have {pun their Thred too 
fine, | | | 
"Tis weak and fragile like Araches line : 
True Piety, without ceflation toft 
By Theorses, the practick part is loft, 
And like a Ball bandy’d’twixt Pride and Wit, 
Rather than yield, both fides the Prize will 
quit, = 
Then whilft his Foe, each Gladiator foyls, 
The Atheift looking on, enjoys the fpoils. 


‘Through 
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Through Seas of knowledge, we our Courfe Ad- 
vance, 

Difcovering ftill new Worlds of Ignorance ; 

‘And thefe Difcoveries make us all confefs 

That fublunary Science is but guefs, 

Matters of Fa&, to Man are only known, 

And what feems more, is meer opinion ; 

The ftanders by, feeclearly this event, 

All Parties fay they’re, fure yet all diffent, | 

With their new Light our bold Infpeétors prefs ~ 

Like Cham, to fhew their Fathers Nakednefs, — 

: By whofe Example, Aftereages may | 

Difcover, we more Naked are then they; 

AllHumane Wifdom to Divine, is folly, 

This Truth, the wifeft Man made Melancholy ; 

Hope, or Belief, or Guefs gives fome relief, 

' But to befure we are deceiv’d, brings grief; 
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Who thinks his Wife is Virtuous, though not fo, - 
Is pleas’d, and Patient, till the Truth he know. 
Our God, when.Heaven and Earth he did 
| Create, 
Form’d Man, who fhould of both participate; 
| if cur Lives Motions their’s muft imitate, 


Our kn owledge, like our Blocd, muft circulate. . 


Ww hen, like a Bride-groom from the Eaft, the. 


Sun» , : & x 
Sets forth, - he thither, whence he came doth 
run; - - 7 7 
Into Earth’s Spungy Veins, the Ocean finks _ 
Thofe Rivers to replenifh which he Drinks ; 7 


So Learning which from Reafon’s Fountain 


fprings, 


: Back tothe fource, fome fecret Channel brings. 


Ts 
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: %Tis happy when our Streams of Knowledge 
Flow | | | | 
- To fill their Banks, but not to overthrow. 


«Ut metit Ant umneas frages quas partarit iftas, 
Sic Ortum Natura, dedit Devs his quoq; Finem, | 
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TO THE 


READER: 


Can neither call this Piece Tully's § 
-nor my own, being much altered’ 
from the Original, ‘not. only: b 
the change of the Style, bue by ‘Addition 
and: Subtraction... 1 believe you: will. 
be better pleas'd, to receive it, as I did, 
at the firft fight; for tome. ‘Cicers’ did 
not fo much appear to write, as Cato to 
{peak and to do right tomy Author, 
believe no Character of any Perfon was 
eyes better drawn fo the Life than this. 
Therefore neither confider Cicero, nor 
Me, but Cato himfelf, who being then 
rais’d from theDeadto fpeak the language 
of that Ageand Place, neither the diftance _ 
~ of Place or Timemakes it lefs poffible to — 
raife him now to {peak ours. : 


Though 


To the Reader. 


Though I dare not compare my Copy 
with the Original, yet you will find it men- 
tion'd here, how much fruits are improv’d 
by Graffing ; and here, by Graffing Verfe 
upon Profe, fome of thefe feverer Argu- 
ments may receive a more mild and plea- 
fant Tafte. 


Cato fays (in another place) of himfelf 


that he learn’d to {peak Greek between 
the Seventieth and Eightieth Year of his 
Age, beginningthat fo late, he may not 


yet be too Old to learn Englifh, being - 


now but between his Seventeenth and 
Eeighteenth Hundred Year. For thefe 
Reafons I fhall leaveto this Piece no other 
Name then what the Author gave it of, 


CATO MAJOR 


The 


PREFACE. 


< Hat Learned Critich, the younger 
| : Scaliger, comparing the two great 

Orators, fayes, that nothing can 

be taken from Demofthenes, nor added to 
Tully; and if there be any fault in the left, 
it is the Refumption, or dwelling too long up- 
on bis arguments: for which reafon baving 
intended to tranflate this Piece into Profe , 
(where Tranjlation ought to be ftrict ) finding 
the matter very proper for Verfe, I took the lt- 
berty, to leave out what was only neceffary to 
that Age, and Place, andtotake, or add what 
was proper to this prefent Age, and occafion ; by 
layeng bis fenfe clofer, and in fewer words ac- 
cording totbe Style and Ear of thefeTimes.T he 
three firft Parts [dedicate tomy old Friends, 
to take off thofe melancholy reflections, which 
the Sence of Age, Infirmity, and Death may 
| | give 


a | 


_ The Preface. 
fave them. Ibe laft Part I think neceffary 


for- the Conviction of thofe Many, who be- * 


lieve not, or at leaft mind not the Immortality 


of the Soul, of which the Scripture {peaks only 
pyftively, as a Law-giver, with an Iplté dixit; 
but it may be, they neither believe that (from 
which they either make Doubts, or Sport, ) nov 
thofe, whofe bufinefs it is to interpret it, fup- 
ofing they do «it only for their own ends: But 
Af a Heathen Philofopber bring fuch arguments 
fremReafon, Nature and Second Caufes, which 


none of our sa Sopbifters can confute, 
if they may ftand convinced, that there is an 


Immortality of the Soul, -I bope they will fo 
weigh the-confequences, asneither to talk, nor 
lve as if there was no fuch thing. 


— 


OF - 
OLDAGE 


C ato, Scipio, Lelius, 


Scipio to Cato, 
\Hough all the A€tions of al Life | 


are crown’d 
With Wifdom, nothing make :sthem 
-. more Renown’d, | ( treme, 
Than that thofe Years, which others thi ‘ak ex: 


Nor to your felf, nor us uneafie feem, ( groan, 


- Under which weight , ‘moft like th’old ( siant’s’ 


When 4:4 on their backs: by Fove was tl trown. 


/ 
Cat. What you urge ar from — Acafon 
flows, | 


All parts of Age feem bostshiadies to thoi &, 


Who 


(2) 
Who Virtue’s, and true Wifdom’s happinefs 
Cannot difcern, but they who thofe poflefs 
In what’s impos’d by Nature, find no grief, 
Of which our Age is (next.our Death) the chief, 
Which though all equally defire ’ obtain, 
Yet when they have obtain’d it, they complain ; 
Such our Inconftancies, and Follies are, 


We fay it fteals upon us unaware : 


Our want of Reafning thefe falfeMeafures makes, 


Youth runs to Age, as Childhood Youth o’ertakes; 


How muchmiore grievous would eurLives appear 
To reach th’eighth Hundred, than the Hightieth 
Year? | 

Of what, in that long {pace of Time hath patty 
‘To foolifh Age will no Remembrance laft, 
My Ages condué when you feem t’ admire, 
(Which that it may deferve, I much defire) 
| | Tis 


(3) 

’Tis my firft rule, on Nature, as my Guide 
Appointed by the Gods, I have rely’d, 

Arid Nature, (which all Aéts of Life defigns) 
Not like ill Poets, in the laft declines 3 _ 

But fome one part muft be the laft of all, 
Which like ripe fruits, muft either Rot, or fall, 
And this from N ature muft be gently born, 

Ele het (as Giants did the Gods) we fcorn. 
 _Lel. But Sir, *tis Scipio’s, and my defire, 
Since to long life we gladly would afpire, 

That from your grave Inftrustions we might here; 
How we, like you, might this great burthen bear. 
Cat. This I refolv’d before, but now fhall do 

With great delight, fince ’tis requir’d by you. 

Lel. If to your felf it will not tedious prove, 

N othing iti us a greater joy Can move, 

That as old Travellers the young inftrudt, 

Your lorig, our fhort Experience may condu&t. - 

ee O Cat. 


% 


(4) 


Cat. Tis true, (as the old Proverb doth relate) — 


Equals withequals often eongregate. 

Two Confuls (who * in years my equals were,) 
When Senators, lamenting I did here, 

That Age from them had all their Pleafures torn, 
And them their former fuppliants now f{corn, 
They, what is not to be accus’d, accufe, 

_ Notothers, but themfelves their age abufe, 
Elfe this might me concern, and all my Friends, 
Whofe cheerful Age, withHonour, Youth attends? 
Joy’d that from pleafure’s flavery they are free, 
And all refpects dueto their Age they fee, 

In it’s true colours, this complaint appears 

The ill effc& of Manners, not of years, 

For on their life no grievous burthep lies, 
Whoare Well-natur’d, Temperate, and Wife: | 
But an inhumane, and ill-temper’d Mind | 
Not any eaSe part in Life can find. 


LS LE eae ESTES Sr enoeenseesaespsseeesaeaoeno—etfestNSSISSNSNES npeanmeareensatieneygerset? 
*, Caius Susinator Spurius A’binus. Lal, 
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Lal, This I believe; yet othe rs may difpute, 
Their Age (as yours) can never bear fuch fruit, 
Of Honour, Wealth, and Power, to make them 

{weet, 
Not every one fuch liappinefscan meet. (bears 

Cat. Some weight your argument (my Lalins.) 
But not fo much, as at firft fight appears, 

This anfwer by Themiftocles was made, 
(When a Seriphiaz thus did him upbraid, 

You thofe great Honours to your Country owe. 
Not to your felf) had I at + Seripbo 

Been born, fuch Henge I had never feen; . - 
Nor you if an diets you liad: been: 

So Age, cloath’d in undecent povertie, 

To the moft prudent cannot eafie be, 

But toa fool, the greater his eftate, 


The more uneafie is his Age’s weight. 


+ An Mle to which condema’d ment were banithe. 


O2 . . Age’s 


" (6) 
Age’s chief Arts, and Arms, are to grow wife, 
Virtue to know, and known, to exercife, 
All juft returns to Age then Virtue makes, 
Nor her in her extremity forfakes, 
The fweeteft Cordial we receive at laft | 
Is confcience of our Virtuous A€tions paft. | 
T, (when a youth) with reverence did look 
On Quintus Fabius, whoTarentum took, 
Yet in his'Age fuch cheerfulnefs was feen, -_ 
As ifhis Years and mine had equal been, 
His Gravity was mixt with Gentlenefs, 
Nor had his Age made his good humour lef, 7 
Then was he well in years (the Gane that he - : 
Was Conful, that of my Nativity) 
 (AStripling then) in his fourth Confulate | 
On him at Capac I in Arms did wait, 
I five years after at Tarentum wan 
The Queftorfhip, and then our love began, 
: | And 


~—_ 
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And four years after, when I Pretor was 
He Pleaded. and the * Cincian Law did pals. 
With youthfal diligence he us’d to ingage, 
Yet with the temperate Arts of patient Age 
He breaks fierce Hannibal’s infulting heats ; 
Of which exploit thus our friend Evsius treats, 
He by delay reftor’d the Common-wealth, — 
Nor preferr’d Rumour before publick Health. 


* Againft Bribes, 


The 


(8) 


The ARGUMENT. 
When I reficct on Age, I find there are 
Four Caafes, which its Mifery declare, 


1. Becaufe our Bodies Strength it much impairs ; 


2. That it takes off our Minds from great Affairs : 


3. Next, That ourSence of Pleafures it deprives : 


4. Laft, That approaching Death attends our Lives, 


«Of all thefe feveral Caufes Ple difcour{e, 
And then of each, in Order, weigh the force. 


The Firft PART. 


a, J He Old from fuch affairs is only freed, 


Which vigoro us Youth, and ftrength of 
~ But to more high affairs ourAge is lent,(body need 
 Moft properly when heats’ of Youth are fpent. 
Did Fadias, and your Father Scipio 

(Whofe Daughter my Son married) nothing do? 


a 
Fabricis 


(9) 
pebricit, Corancant,' Carit 5 
Whofe Courage, Counfel, and Authority, 
The Roman Common-wealth reftor’d, did boaft 
Nor Appius, with whofe ftrength his ficht was loft, | 
Who when the Senate was to Peace inchin’d 
With Pyrrhas, thew'd his Reafon was not blind. 
Whither’s our Courage and our Wifdom come ? 
When Rome it felf conipires the fate of Rome, 
The reft with ancient gravity and skill — 
He Spake (for his Oration’s extent fill) 
Tis feventeen ycars fince he had Conful been 
The fecond time, and there were ten between; 
Therefore their Argument’s of Jittle force, 
WhodAge from great Imployments would divorce. 
As in a Ship fome climb the Shrouds, to unfold 
The Sail, fome fweep the Deck, fome pump the 
Hold; ; | 

Whilft he that guides the Helm, imploys his skill, 
And gives the Law to them by fitting ftill. > 

O4 Great 


(10) 

Great ations lefsfromCourage,ftrength and {peed, 
Than from wifeCounfels andCommands proceed; 
Thofe Arts Age wants not, which to Aze belong, 
Not heat, but cold Experience makes us ftrong, 
A Counfel, Tribune, General, I have been, 

All forts of War I have paft through, and feen 
And now grown old, I feem to’abandon it, 


‘Yet to the Senate I prefcribe what’s fit. 


ee 


Tevery day gainft Carthage war proclaim, 
(For Rome’s deftruction hath been long her aim) 
Nor fhallI ceafe till I her ruine fee, 
Which Triumph may the Gods defign for thee ; 
That Sczpio may revenge his Grandfire’s Ghoft, 
Whofe life at Caz. with great Honour loft 
Tson record, nor had he wearied been 
With Age, ifheanhundred ycars had feen, 
_He had not us’d Excurfions, Spears, or Darts, 
But Countel, Order, and fuch aged Arts, 
Wie 
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Which, if our Anceftors had not retain’d, 

The Senate’s Name our Councel had not gain’d, 

The Spartans to their higheft Magiftrate. 

The Name of Elder did appropriate : 

Therefore his Fame for ever fhall remain, 

How gallantly Tarestumhe didgain, 

With vigilant Condu&, when that fharp reply 

He gave to Salinator, I {tood by, | 

Who to the Caftle fled, the Town being loft, — 

Yet he to Maximus did vainly boaft, 

Twas by my means Tarentum you obtain’d ; 

Tis true, had you not loft, I had not gain’d ; | 

And as much Honour oa his Gown did wait, 

Asonhis Arms, in his Fifth Confulate, 

When his Colleague Carvilius ftept afide, 

he Tribune of the People would divide 

To them the Gallick, and the Picene Field, 

Againft the Senate’s will, he will not yield, 
When 


‘ 
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When beings angry, boldly he declares 
"Thofe things were acted under happy Stars, 
From which the Comonwealth found good effects 
But otherwife, they carne from bad Afpects. 
Many great things of Fabias I could tz, 
But his Son’s death did alt ic re cacel 3 
(His Gallant Son though young,hac Conful been) 
‘His Funeral Oration I have feen | 
Often, and when on that Iturn my eyes, 
Tall the Old Philofophers defpife, 
Though he in all the Peoples Eyes feem’d great, 
Yet greater he appear’d in his Retreat ; 
When feafting with his private Friends at home 
Such Counfel, fuch Difeourfe from him did come, 
Such Science in his Art of Augury, 
No Roman ever was morc learn’d than he; 
Knowledge of all things prefent, and-to come, 
Remembring all the Wars of ancient Rome, 
Nor, 


(13) 
Nor only there, but all the World’s befide ; 
Dying in extreme age, I prophefi’d 
That which is come to pafs, and did difcern 
From his Survivors I could nothing learn, 
This long difcourfe was -but to let you fee, 
That his long life could not uneafie be. 
Few like the Fabis or the Scépio’s are 
Takers @f Cities, Conquerors in War. 
Yet others tolike happy Age arrive, 
Who Modeft, Quiet, and with Vertue live: 
Thus Plato writing his Philofophy, 
With Honour after ninety years did die. 
The Athenian Story writ at ninety four : 
By Jfocrates, who yet liv’d five years more, 
His Mafter Grogias at the hundredth year 
And feventh, not his ftudies did forbear, 
And, askt, why he no fooner left the Stage, 
Said, he faw nothing toaccufe Old Age. 


: : Oe None — 


(14) 
None but the foolifh, who their lives abufe 
Age, of their own Miftakes and Crimes accufe, 
All Commonwealths (as by records is feen) 
As by Age preferv’d » by Youth deftroy’d have 
When the Tragedian Nevius did demand, (been. 
Why did your Common-wealth no longer ftand? 
»l was anfwer'd, that their Senators were new, 
Foolith, and Young, and fuch as nothing knew ; 
Nature to Youth hot rafhnefs doth difpence, 
But with cold prudence Age doth recompence ; 
But Age (tis faid will memory decay, 
So (if it be not exercis’d) it may ; 
Or, if by Nature it be dull, and flow, 
Themiftocles (when ag’d) the Names did know 
Of all th? Atheniaxs, and none grow fo old, 
Not to remember where they hid their Gold. 
From Age fuch Art of Memory we learn, 
To forget nothing, which is our concern, 


Their 


(5) 

Their Intereft no Prieft, nor Sorcerer 

Forgets, nor Lawyer, nor Philofopher 5 ; 

No underftanding Memor; y can want, 

Where Wifdom itudious Induftry doth plant, 

Not does it only in the a€tive live, 

But in the quiet and contemplative $ 

When Sophocles (who Plays, when aged wrote) 

Was by his Sons before the Judges brought, 

_ Becaufe he pay’d the Mufes fuch refped, 

His Fortune, Wife, and Children to negle@,- 

Almoft condemn’d, he mov’d the Judges thus, 

Hear, but inftead of me, my Oedipus, 

The Judges hearing with applaufe, atth’ end, 

Freed him,and faid no Fool fuchLines had penn’d. 

What Poets and what Orators can I 

Recount? what Princes in Philofophy ? 

Whofe conftant Studies with their Age did ftrive, 

Nor did they thofe, though thofe did them furvive 
Old 


. 


(16) 
Old Husbandmen I at Sabiniam know; 
Who for ariother year dig, plough, and fow. 
For never any Man was yet foold, 
But hop’d his life one Winter more might hold. 
Cecilius vainly faid, each day we fpend 


Difcovers fomething, which mnft needs offend, 


But fometimes Age may pleafant things behold, 


And nothings that offends: He fhould have told _ 


This not to Age, but Yonth, who oftner fee 
What not alone offends, but hurts, than we: , 
That, Lin him, which hein Age condemn’d, 
That us it renders odious, and contemn’d, a 
He knew not vertue, ifhe thought «his, Truth ; 
For Youth delights in Age, and Age in Youth. 
What to the Old can greater pleafure be, 
_ Than hopeful, and ingenious Youth to fee ? 
When they withrev’rence follow where we lead. 


And in ftrait paths by our directions tread ; 
And 


| (17) 
And even my converfation here I fae, 
As well receiv’d by you, as yours by me. 


*Tis dif-ingenuous to accufe our Age 


: OF Idlenefs, who all. our Power’s ingage 


la the fame Studies, the fame Courfe to hold ; 


: Nor think our Reafon for new Arts too old. 


-. 


Solox the Sage his Progrefs never ceaft, 


: But ftill his Learning with his Days increatt ; 

. And I with the fame greedinefS did feek | 
_ As (Water when I thirft) to fwallow Greek, 
_ Which I did only learn, that I might know 


Thofe great Examples, which I follow now : 


. And Thave heard that Socrates the Wile, 


_ Learn’d on the Lute for his laft Exercife, 


Though many of the Antients did.the fame, 


_ Toimprove Knowledge. was my, only aim. 


The. 


(18) 


The Second PART. 
Ow in’t our fecond grievance I muft break, 
That lofs of Strength makes Under ft anding weak, 
I grieve no more my youthful Strength to want, 
Than Young, that of a Bull, or Elephant ; 
Then with thatForce content, whichNature Saves 
| Nor ain I now difpleas” dwithwhatIhave  ! 
When the young Wreftlers at their fport ordw es! 
warm, o : 
Old Milo wept, to fee his nated Arm; 1 
. And cry’d, "twas dead: Trifler thine Heart, \ 
and Head, ) Oo t 
Andall that’s inthem (not thy Arm) are dead; ) 
This Folly every looker on derides, | 
To glory onty inthy Arms and Sides. | | 
— Our gallant Anceftors let fall no Tears, | 
Their Strength decreafing by increafing Years; 
But. 


¢g 
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_ But they advanc’d in Wifdom ev’ry Hour} 
_ And madetheCommon-wealth advance in Power. 
_ But Orators may grieve, for in their fides 
Rather than Heads; their faculty abides; 
Yet Ihave heard old Voices léud and clear; 
And ftill ty own fometirmes the Senate hear. 
When th’Oldwith fmooth and gentleVoices plead 
They by the Ear their well-pleas’d Audience lead: 
Which, if I had not Strength enough to do, 
{could (my Leliws, and my Scipio) 
What’s to be done, or not be done, inftru@, 
. And tothe Maxims of good life conduct. 
Creins and Publius Scipio, and (that Man . 
. OF Men) your Grandfire the great African, 
Were joyful, when the Flower of Noble Blood 
~ Crowded their Dwellings, and attending ftood, 
Like Oracles tlieir Counfels:to receive, | 
tiow intheir Progrefs they fhould a&t, and live. 
Po And 


. 
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And they whofe high Examples Youth obeys, 
Are not defpifed, though their Strength decays, 
And thofe decays (to {peak the naked Truth, 
Though the defects of Age) were Crimes of Youth. 
Intemperate Youth (by fad Experience found) 
Endsinan Age imperfe&t, and unfound. 
Cyrus, though ag’d, (if Xenophon fay true) 
Lucius Metelvs (whom when Young I knew) 
Who held (after his Second Confulate) 
Twenty two Years the high Pontificate ; 
Neither of thofein Body, or in Mind 
Before their Death the leaft decay did find. 
z {peak not of my felf, though none deny 
To Age (to praife their Youth) the liberty : 
Such an unwatfted Strength I cannot boaft, . 
Yetnow my Yearsare Eighty four almoft: 
And though from what it was my Strength is far, 
Both in the firft and fecond Punick War, 

| A Nor 
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Nor at Thermopyle, under Glabrio, 
Nor when I Conful into Spain did go; _ 
But yet I feel no weaknefs, nor hath length 
Of Winters quite enervated my Strength ; 
AndI, my Gueft my Client, or my Friend, 
Still in the Courts of Juftice can defend : 
Neither muft.I that Proverb’s Truth allow, 
W ho would be Antient, mutt be early fo. 
I would be Youthful ftill, and find no need 
To appear Old, till I was fo indeed. : 
And yet you fee my Hours not idle are, 
Though with your Strength I cannot mine com- 
Yet this Centurion’s doth yours furmount, (pare, 
Not therefore him the better Man I count. 
Milo when entring the Olympick Game, 
With a huge Oxe upon his Shoulder came.- 
Would you the force of Mélo’s Body find ? 
Rather than-of Pythagoras’s Mind ? 
Po The 


an 
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The force which Nature gives with Care retain, 
But when decay’d, ’tis Folly to complain ; 
In Age to wifh for Youth is full as vain, 
As fora Youth toturn a Child again, 
Sirhple, and certain Nature’s ways appear, 
As fhe fets forth the Seafons of the Year. 
So in all parts of Life we find her Truth, 
Weaknefs to Childhood, Rafhnefs to our Youth: 
To Elder Years to be Difcrcet and Grave, 
Then to old Age Maturity fhe gave. 
(Scioto) you know, how Maffiniffa bears 
His Kingly Port, at more than ninety Years ; 
When marching with hisFoot, he walkstill Night; 
When with his Horfe, he never will alight ; 
Though cold, or wet, his Head isalways bare; 
So Hot, fo Dry, his aged Members are, 
You fee how Exercife and Temperance 
Even to old Yearsa Youthful Strength advance. 


Our 
¢ 


(23) 

Our Law (becaufe trom Age eur Strength retires) 
No Duty which belongs to Strength requires. 
But Age doth many Men fo feeble make, 
That they no great defign can undertake ; 
Yet, that to Age not fingly is appli’d, 
But toall Man’s Infirmities befide, 
That Scipio (who adopted you) did fal 
Into fuch Pains, he had no health at all ; 
Whoelfe had equall’d Africanus parts, 
Exceeding him in all the Liberal Arts. 
Why fhould thofe Errours then imputed be 
To Agealone, from which our Youth’s not free? 
: Ev’ry Difeafe of Age we may prevent, _ 

Like thofe of Youth, by being diligent. — 
- When Sick fuch moderate Exercife we ufe, 

And Diet, as our vital heat renues ; 

And if our Bodies thence refrefhment finds, 
- Then mutt we alfo exercife our Minds. 
P 3 4 oA 
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If with continual Qy! we not fupply 
Our Lamp, the Light for want of it will die : 

Though Bodies may be tir’d with Exercife, 
| No wearinefs the Mind could e’er furprife. 
Cacilius the Comedian, when of Age, 
He reprefents the Follies on the Stage 5: 
They’re Credulous, Forgetful, diffolute, . 
Neither thofe Crimes to Age he doth impute ; 
But to Ol1 Mento whom thefe Crimes belong. 
Luft,Petulance,Rafhnefs, are inYouth more {trong 
_ Than Age, and yet Young Men thofe Vices hate, 
Who Vertuous are, Difcreet, and Temperate: 
And fo what we call dotage, feldom breeds 
Tn Bodies, but where Nature fow’d the Seeds. 
There are five Dau ghters, and rout gallant Sons, 
In whom the Blood of Noble 4ppizs runs, 
With a moft num’rous Family betide; 
Whom he alone though Old, and Blind did guide. 


a Ye 
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Yet his clear-fighted Mind was ftill intent, 
And to his Bufinefs like a Bow ftood bent : 
By Children, Servants, Neig hbours fo efteem’d, 
He not a Mafter, but a Monarch feem’d. 
All his Relations his Admirers.were, 
His Sons paid Reverence, and his Servants Fear : 
The Order and the ancient Difcipline 
~ Of Romans, did inall his A&tions fhine. - 
_ Authority (kept up) Old Age fecures, 
: Whofe Dignity as long as Life endures, 
- Something of Youth I in Old Age approve, 
But more the marks of Age in Youth Tlove. © 
Who this obferves may in his Body find 
Decrepit Age, but never in his Mind. 
The feven Volumes of my own Reports, 

~ Wherein are all the Pleadings of our Courts. 
All noble Monuments of Greece are come 
’ Unto my Hands with thofe of ancient Rome. 
: P 4 The 


(26) 
The Pontificial, and the Civil Law, 
I ftudy ftill, and thence Orations draw. 
And to confirm my Memory, at Night, 
What I hear, fee, do, by Day, I {till recite, 
Thefe Exercifes for my Thoughts I find, 
Thefe Labours are the Chariots of my Mind. 
To ferve my Friends, the Senate I frequent, 
And there what I before digefted, vent. 
Which only from my Strength of Mind proceeds, 
Not any outward Force of Body needs : 
Which, if I could not do, I fhould delight 
On what I would to ruminate at Night. 
Who in fuch practices their Minds engage, 
Nor Fear, nor think of their approaching Age; 
Which by degrees invifibly doth creep: 
Nor dp we feem to die, but fall afleep. 


THE 
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The Third PART. 


Ow muft I draw my Forces ’gainft that Hoft 
™ Of Pleafures,which ? th’ Sea of Age are loft. 
Oh, thou moft high tranfcendent Gift of Age ! 
Youth from its Folly thus to difengage. * | 
And now receive from me that moft divine 
Oration of that noble * Tarentine, 
Which at Tarentum I long fince did hear ; 
When I attended the great Fabius there. - 
Ye Gods, was it Man’s N ature? or his Fate ? 
| Betray’d him with {weet Pleafures poifon’d Bait ? 
Which he, with all defigns of Art, or Power, 
Doth with unbridled Appetite devour ; 
And as all Poyfons feek the nobleft part, 
Pleafure poffeffes firft the Head and Heart ; — 
In- 


, * Avchytas much praifed by Horace. | | 
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Intoxicating both, by them, fhe finds, 
And burns the Sacred Temples of our Minds. | 
Furies, which Reafons divine Chains had bound, 

(That being broken) all the World confound. 
| Luft, Murder, Treafon, Avarice, and Hell 
It felf broke loofe; in Reafon’s Pallace dwell, — 
Truth, Honour, Juftice, Temperance, are fled, 
‘All her Attendants into darknefs led. 
But why all this Difcourfe? when Pleafure’s rage 
Hath conquer’d Reafon, we muft treat with Age. 
Age undermines, and will in time furprife 
Her ftrongett Forts, and cut off all Supplies. 
And joyn’d in league with ftrong Neceffity, 
Pleafure muft flie, or elfe by Famine die. 
Flaminius, whom a Contulfhip bad grac’d 
(Then Cenfor) from the Senate I difplac’d; 
When he in Gasla Conful, made a Feaft, 


A beautious Curtefan did him requeft, 


To, 
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To fee the cutting off a Prifoner’s Head ; 
This Crime I could not leave unpunifhed, 
Since by a private Villany he ftain’d 
That Publick Honour, which at Rome he gain’d. 
Then to our Age (when not to Pleafures bent) 
This feems an Honour, not Difparagement. 
We, notall Pleafures like the Stoicks hate ; 
But loveand feek thofe which are moderate. 
(Though DivineP/sto thus of Pleaturesthought, - 
They us,with Hooks and Baits,likeFifhes caught.) 
When Quaftor, to the Gods, in Publick Halls 
I was the firft, who fet up Feftivals. 
Not with high Tatts our Appetites did:force, 
But fild with Converfation and Difcourfe ; 


Which Featts, Convivial Meetings we did name. 


-Notlike the Antient Greeks, who to their fhame, 


Call’d it a Compotation, not a Feaft ; 


Declaring the worft part of it the beft. 


: , | Thofe 
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Thofe Entertainments I did then frequent 
Sometimes with Youthful Heat and Merriment - 
_ But now (I thank my Age) which gives me Eafe 
From thofe Excefles, yet my felf I pleafe 
With cheerful Talk to entertain my Guefts, - 
(Difcourfes are to Age continual Feafts) | 
The love of Meat and Wine they recompence, 
And cheer the Mind, as muchas thofe the Senfe. 
Pm not more pleas’d with Gravity among 
The Ag’d, than to be Youthful with the Young ; 
Nor’gainft all Pleafures proclaim open War, 
To which, in Age, fome natural Motions are, 
And ftill at my Sabinum I delight 
To treat my Neighbours till the depth of N ight. 
But we the Senfe of Guftand Pleafure want, 
Which Youth at full poffeffes, this I grant ; 


ButAge feeks not the things whichYouth requires, 


And no Man needs-that, which he not defires, 


When . 


_ (31) 

When Sophocles was ask’d if he deny’d 

Himfelf the ufe of Pleafures, he reply’d,_ 

I humbly thank th’ Immortal Gods, who me. 
From that fierce Tyrant’s Infolence fet free. 
But they whom preffing Appetites conftrain, | 
Grieve when they cannot their Defires obtain, - 
Young Men the ufe of Pleafure underftand, 

As of an Obje& new, and necrathand: 

T hough this ftands more remote from Age’sfight, 
Yet they behold it not without Delight: — 

_ As ancient Soldiers from their Duties eas’d, | 
With fenfe of Honour and Rewards are pleas’d. 
So from ambitious Hopes, and Lufts releaft, 
Delighted with it felf, our Age doth reft. 

No partof Life’s more Happy, when with Bread 
Of ancient Knowledge, and new Learning fed ; 
All Youthful Pleafures by degrees muft ceafe, 
But thofe of Age even with our Years increafe. 
We 
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We love not loaded Boards, and Goblets crown’d, | 


But free from Surfeits our repofe is found. 
When Old Fabritius to the Samnites went 
Ambafladour from Rome to Pyrrhus fent, 
He heard agrave Philofopher maintain, 


That all the Actions of our Life were vatn ; 


Which with our fenfe of Pleafure not confpir’d. 


Fabritins the Philofopher defir’d, 


That he to Pyrrhus would that Maxim teach, 


And tothe Samaites the fame DoCtrine preach ; 


Then of their Conqueft he fhould doubt no more, . 


Whom their own Pleafures overcame before. 
Now into Ruftick matters I muft fall, 
Which Pleafure feems to me the chief of all. 
Age no impediment to thofe can give, _ 


Who wifely by the Rules of Nature live. 


Barth (though our Mother) cheerfully obeys, 


All the Commandsher Race upon her lays. — 


For 


( 
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For whatfyever frem our hand fhe takes, 
Greater, or lefs, a vaft return fhe makes, 
Nor am I only pleas’d with that refource, _ 
But with her Ways, her Method, and her Force, 
The Seed her Bofom (by the Plough made fit) | 
Receives, where kindly fhe embraces it, (fpread 
Which with her genuine Warmth, diffus’d, and 
Sends forth betimes a green, and tender Head, 
Then gives it Motion, Life, and Nourifhment, - 
Which from the root through nerves and veins are 
Streight ina hollow fheath upright it grows, (fent, 
And, Form receiving, doth it felf difclofe, — 
Drawn upin Ranks, and Files, the bearded Spikes 
Guard it from Birds as witha ftand of Pikes. 
When of the Vine I fpeak, I feem infpir’d, 
And with Delight, as with her Juice am fir’d ; 
At Nature’s God-like Power I ftand amaz’d, 


Which fuch vaft Bodies hath from Atoms rais’d, 
| ) The 
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The Kernel of a Grape, the Fig’s {mall grain 
Can cloath a Mountain, and o’er fhadea Plain: 
But thou (dear Vine) forbid’{t me to be long, 
Although thyTrunk be neither large, nor f{trong, 
Nor can thy Head (not helpt) it elf fublime, 
Yet like a Serpent, a tall Tree can climb, 
Whate’er thy many Fingers can intwine 
Proves thy fupport, and all its Strength is thine, 
Though Nature gave notLegs, it gave theeHands, 
By which thy Prop the proudeft Cedar ftands ; 
As thou haft Hands, fo hath thy Off {pring Wings, | 
And tothe higheft part of Mortals fprings, 
But left thou fhouldftconfume thy Wealth invain, | 
And Rarve thy felf to feed a numerous Train, : 
Or like the Bee (fweet as thy Blood) defign’d 
. Tobe deftroy’d to propagate his kind, 
Left thy redundant, and fuperfluous Juyce, _ 
Should fading Leaves inftead of Fruits produce, 
The 
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ThePruner’s hand with letting Blood muft quericli 


Thy Heat, and thy exub’rant parts retrench : 


~ Then fromthe Joynts of thy prolifick Stemm 


A {welling Knot is raifed (call’d a Gemm) 
Whence, in fhort fpace it felf the clufter fhews, 
And from Farth’s moiftute mhixt with Sun-beams 
I’th’Spridg, like youth, it yields an acid taft,(grows, 
But Summer doth, like Age, the Sournefs wafte, — 
Then cloath’d with Leaves from Heat, and Cold. 
fecure, | 
LikeVirgins,Sweet, and Beauteous,when mature. 
On Fruits, — Herbs, and Plants, I long 
cogld dwell 
At once to pleafemy Eye, my Tafte, my Smell, 
My Walks of Trees, all planted by my Hand 
Like Children of my own begetting ftand, 
To tell the feveral Nature of each Earth, 


What Fruits from each moft properly take Birth : 
Q And 
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And with what Arts to inrich every Mold, 

The Dry to moiften and to warm the Gold. 

But when we graft, or Buds inoculate, 

Nature by Art we nobly meliorate, | 
As Orphess’s Mufick wildeft Beafts did tame, 
From the four Crab the fweeteft Apple came: 
The Mother to the Daughter goes to School, 
The Species changed, doth her Laws o’er-rule ; 
Nature her felf doth from her (elf depart, 
(Strange Tranfmigration) by the Power of Art 
How little things, give law to great? we fee 
The {mall Bud captivates the greateft Tree. 
Here even the Power Divine we imitate, 
And feem not to beget, but to create. (tame 
- Much was I pleas’d with Fowls and Beafts, the 
For Food aad Profit, and the Wild for Game. 
Excufe me when this pleafant ftriag I touch, 
(For Age, of what delights it, fpeaks too much) 

Who, 


(37) 
Who, twice Vidtorious Pyrrbus conquered; 
The Sabines and the Samnites captive led; 
Grédt Cavins, his rémaining: Days did fpend, 
And in this Happy Life his Triumphs end. 
My Farny ftands near, and when TI there retire; 
His; ahd-that Age’s Femper I admire, 
The Sannites Chiefs, as by his Fire he fate; 
With a vatt {umm of Gold on hit did wait, 
Keturn, faid he; your Gold I nothing weigh, 
When thofe, who can command it, atie obey : 
This my affertion proves, he itiay be Old 
And yet not fordid, who refufes Gold. 
In Stimimer to fit ftill, or walk, I love, 
Near a cool Fountain, or a fhady Grove; 
What can in Winter rendet more Delight ? 
Then the highSun a¢ Noon, and Fire at Night, 


Qe While 


(38) 
While our old Friends, and Neighbours teaft, and 
play, 

And with their harmlefsMirth turn N ight to.Day, 
Unpurchas’d Plenty our full Tables loads, 
And part of what they lent, returns t’ our Gods. 
That Honour, and Authority which dwells 
With Age, all Pleafures of our Youth excels, 
Obferve, that I that Age have only prais’d 
Whofe Pillars were on Youth’s Foundations rais’d, 
And that (for which I great Applaufe receiv’d) 
Asa true Maxim hath been fince believ’d. 
That moft-unhappy Age great Pity needs, 
Which to.defend it felf, new matter pleads, 
Not from Gray Hairs Authority doth flow, 
Nor from bald Heads, nor froma wrinkled Brow, 
But our paft Life, when virtuoufly fpent, | 
Mufi to our Age thof happy Fruits prefent, 

 Thofe 
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Thofe things to Age moft Honourable are, 
Which eafie, common, and but light appear, 
Salutes, Confulting, Complement, Refort, 
Crouding Attendance to, and from the Court, 
And not on Rome alone this Honour waits, 

But on all Civil, and well-govern’d States, | 

Lyfander pleading in his City’s Praife, . 

From thence his ftrongeft Argument did raife, 

That Sparta did with Honour Age fupport, 

Paying them juft refpeét, at Stage, and Court, 

- But at proud Athens Youth did Age out-face, 
Nor at the Plays, would rife, or give them place, 
When an Athenian Stranger of great Age, 
Arriv’d at Sparta, climbing up the Stage, 

To him the whole Affembly rofe, and ran 
To place and eafe this Old and Reverend Man, 
Who thus his thanks returns, the Athenians know 
‘What’s to be done, but what they know, not do. 
: Q 3 Here 
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Here our great Senate’s Orders ¥ may quote, 
The firft in Age is ftill the Grit in Vote, 


Nor Honour, nor high-Birth, nor great Command 


in competition with greatYears may ftand. (dare 


Why fhould our Youths fhort, tranfient Pleafures, 
- With Age’s lafting Honourstocompare? (high, 
On the World’s Stage, when our Applaufe grows 
For acting here, Life’s Tragick Comedy, 

Unlefg the lait rhe former Scenes excel] : 

But Agg ts froward, uneafie, {crutinous, 

Hard to be pleas’d, and parcimonious; 

But all thofe Errors from our Manners rife, 

Not from our Years, yet fome Morofities 

We muft expect, fince Jealoufic belongs - 

To Age, of Scorn, and tender Senfe of wrongs, 
Yet thofe are mollify’d, or not difcern’d : 

W here civil Arts and Manners jaye been learn’d, 


So 
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So the * Twins Humours in our Terence, are 
Unlike, this Harfh, and Rude, that Smooth and | 
Our Nature‘here, is not unttke our Wine, (Fair, 


Some forts, when Old, continue Brisk, and Fine, 


So Age’s Gravity may feem fevere, : 


But nothing Harfh, or Bitter ought ¢’ appear, 
Of..Age’s Ayarice Ecannot fee . (be, 
What Colour, Ground, or Reafon there fhould 
Is it not Folly? when the way we ride 

Is fhort, fora long Voyage to provide. 

To Avarice fome Title Youth may own, 

To reap in Autumn, what the Spring had fown ; 
And with the Providence of Bees, or Ants, 
Prevents with Summers Plenty, Winters Wants, 
But Age fares Sows,till Death ftands by to Reap, 
And to a Stranger’s Hand transfers the Heap ; 
Affraid to be fo once, fhe’s always Poor, 


And to avoid a Mifchief makes it fure 


S$ * In his Comedy called Adelpby. Q 4 - Such 
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Such MadnefS, as for Fear ot Death to die, 


Is, to be Poor for fear of Poverty. 


The Fourth PART. 
N? againft (that which terrifies ourAge) 


The laft,and greateft gricvance we engage, 
To her, grim Death appears in all her Shapes, 
The hungry Grave for her due Tribute gapes, 
F 24, Foolifh Man! with fear of Death furpriz’d 
v hich either fhould be wifht for, or defpis’d, 
This, if our Souls with Bodies, Death deftroy, 
‘2 hat, 1f our Souls a fecond Life enjoy, 
What elfe is to be fear’d? when we fhall gain 
Eternal Life, or have no fence of Pain, - - 
The youngeft in the Morning are not fure, 
That till the Night their Lite they can iecure 
Their Age ftands more expos’d to Accidents 
Than our’s,nor common Cure their Fate prevents: 


Death’s 
. ¢ 
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Death’s Force (with Terror) againft Nature — 
Nor one of many to ripe Agearrives, _(ftrives, 
From this ill Fate the World’s diforders rife, 
For if all. Men were Old they would be Wife, 
Years, and Experience, our Fore-fathers taught, 
Them under Laws, and into Cities brought : 
Why only fhould the Fear of Death belong _ 
To Age? whichis as common to the Young: _ 
Your hopeful Brothers, and my Son, to you | 
(Scipio) and me, this Maxim makes too true, 
But vigorous Youth may his gay thoughts ereét 
Tomany Years, which Age muft not expe, 
But when he fees his airy Hopes deceiv’d, 
With Grief he fays, who this would have believ’d ? 
We happier are than they, who but defir’d 
To poffefs that, which we long fince acquir’d. 
What if our Age to Neffor’s could extend ? 
’Tis vain to think that lafting, which muft end; .: 


And. 
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And when *tis:paft, mot any part remains 
Thereof, buethe Reward which Virtue gains. 
Days,Months,andYears,like running Waters flow, 
Nor what is paft, nor what’s to come we know, 
Qur date how fhort foe’er muft us content, 
When a good Actor doth his Part prefent, 
In ev'ry A&t he our Attention draws, 
That at the laft he may find jufk Applauf, 
So (though but fhorr) yet we muft learn the Art 
Of Virtue, on this Stage to act our part , 
Trve Wifdom muft our Actions fo direct, | 


Not onty ehe laft Plaucite to expect ; (lat, 


‘Yet grieve no more,though long that part fhould 
Then Husbandmen, - becaufe the Spring 4s paft, 
_ The Spring; like Youth,’ frefh Bloffoms doth pro- 
BucAurumnmakesthemripe,and fit for ufe: (duce, 
So Age:a Mature Mellownefé doth fet 
On;thegreen Pramifes of youthful Heat. 
| All 
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All things which Nature did ordain, are good, 
And fo muft be receiv’d and underftood, 
Age, like ripe Apples, on Earth’s Bofom drops, 
WhilftForce ourYouth,likeFruits untimely crops ; 


' ‘The {parkling Flame of our warm Blood expires, 
_ As when huge Streamsare pour’d on raging Fires, 


But Age unforc’d falls by her own confenty 
As Coals to Afhes, when the Spirit’s fpent ; 
Therefore to Death I with fuch. Joy refort, 
AsSeamen froma’T empeft to their Port, 

Yet to that Port our felves we mutt not force, 


Before our Pilot Nature fteers our Courfe, « — 


_ Let us the Caufes of our Fear condemn, 


Then Death at his Approach we fhalleontemn, 
Though toour heat of Youth our'Age feems cold, 
Yet when refolv’d, ‘it is more brave and bold. 
Thus Solan to Pififtratus reply’d, 
Demanded, on what fuccour he rely’d, 

| When 
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When with fo few he boldly did ingage, 
He faid, he took Courage from his Age. 
Then Death feems welcome,and our Nature kind, 


When leaving us a perfe€t Senfe and Mind ; 


She (likea Workman in his Science skilPd) (build. 


Pulls down with eafe, what herown Hand did 
That Art which knew to join all parts in one, 


Makes the leaft violent Separation. 


Yet though our Ligaments betimes grow weak, _ 


We mutt not force them till themfelves they break. 
Pythagoras bids us in our Station ftand, 

_ TilL}God our General fhall us disband. 

Wife Solon dying, wifht his Friends might grieve, 
That in their Memories he ftill might live. . 
Yet wifer Exuius gave command to all 

His Friends, not to bewail his Funeral ; 

Your Tears for fuch a Death tn vain you fpend, 


Which ftrairin Immortality fhall end. 


In 
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In Death if there be any fenfe of Pain, 
But a fhort fpace, to Age it will remain. 
, On which without my Fears, my Wifhes wait, 
But timorous Youth on this fhould meditate: * 
, Who for light Pleafure this advice rejects, 
| Finds little, when his Thoughts he recolle@ts. 
Our Death (though not its certain date)we know, 
Nor whether it may be this Night, or no: 
How then can they contented live? who feat - 
A danger certain, and none knows how near. 
They err, who for the fear of Death difpute, . 
Our gallant Actions this miftake confute. ; 
. Thee (Brutus ) Rome’s firft Martyr I muft name, __ 
The Curtii bravely div’d the Gulph of Flame: 
Attilius facrific’d himfelf, to fave a 
That Faith, which to his barb’rous Foes he gave ; 
With the two Scépio’s did thy Uncle fall, 
Rather to fly from Conquering Hannibal, 
The 
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The great Marcellus (who reftored Rome’) 

His greateft Foes with Honour did intomb. 
Their Livés how many of cur Legions threw, 
Into the breach? whence no feturn they knew; 
Moft theti tlie Wife, the Old, the Learned fear, 
Whiat fict the Rude, the Young, th’ Unidari’d for: 
Satiety fromm alithingselfedothcome, (bear ? 
Then Life mutt to it {elf grow wearifome. 
Thofe Trifles wherein Children take delight, 
Grow naticedus to the Young Man’s Appetite, 
And front thofe Gayeties our Youth requires, 

To exercife their Minds; our Age retires. 

And when the lfaft delights. of Age fhall die, 

Life in it felf will find Satiery. (hear, 
Now you (my Friends) miy fenfe of Death fhail 
Which I can well deferibe,. for he ftands near. 
Your Father Lelivs, and yours Scipio, — 

My Friends, and Mes-of Honour I did know ; 

As 
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As certainly as we mhuft die, ‘they five 
That Life which juftly may that. Name-receive. | 
Till from thefe Prifons.of.ourFlefh releas’d, 
Our Souls with heavy Burdens:lie-opprels’d ; 


Which part ef Man from Heaven falling down, 


aume 


Farth in her low Abyfs, doth hide, and drown, — 


. A place fo dark to the Ceefeftial Light, 


And pure, eternal Fires quite oppofite, 
The Gods through humane. Bodies did difperfe 


_ An Heavenly Soul, to guide this Univerfe 5. 


That Man, when he of Heavenly Bodies faw. 
The Order, might from thence a pattera draw: 


Nor this to me did my own dictates fhow. 


, But tothe old Philofophers I owe. 
_ Theard Pythagoras, and thofe who came thei, 


With him, aod from our Country rook their. ; 
Who never doubted but the Beams divine. - 


Deriv’d from Gods, -in mortal Breatts did. flume, - 


Nor 
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Nor from my Knowledge did the Antiénts hide 
What Socrates declar’d, the Hour he dy’d, 
He th’ Immortality of ‘Souls proclaim’d, 
(Whom th’ Oracle of Men the wifeft nam’d) 
Why fhould we doubt of that? whereof our Senfe 
Finds Demonftration from Experience : 
Our Minds are here and there, below, above ; 
Nothing that’s Mortal cgn fo fwiftly move. 
Our Thoughts to future things their flight dire, 
And in an inftant all that’s paft colled, 
Reafon, Remembrance, Wit, inventive Art, 
No Nature, but immortal, can impart. 
Man’s Soul in a perpetual Motion flows, 
And to no outward Caufe that Motion owes ; 
And therefore, that, no end can overtake, 
Becaufe our Minds cannot.themf{elves forfake. 
~ And Gince the Matter of our Soul is pure, 
And fimple, which no mixture can endure 

Of 
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Of Parts, which not among themifeives agrees ] 
Therefore it never cari divided be. 
And Nature thews (without Philofophy) 
What cannot be divided; cannot die. 
We even in early Inifancy difcerni, 
Knowledge is born with Babes before they learn 
Ber they can fpeak, they find fomany ways 
To ferve their tutn; and fee more Arts thanDays, 
Before their Thoughts they plainly can exprefs; 
TheWords and things they know are numberlets; ; 
Which Nature only, and no Art could find; 
But what fhe taught before, fhe call’d to mind. 
This to his Sons (as Xenophon records) 
Of the great Cyrai were the dying Words ; : 
Fear not when I depart (nor therefore Mourn) 
I [ball be no where; or to nothing turn : 
That Soul, which gave me Life, was fen by none; 
Tet by the Adtions it defign'd; wai knowe’s 
R And 
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And though its Flight no mortal Eye foal fee, 
Tet know, for ever it the fame {ball be. 
That Soul, which can immortal Glory give, 
To ber own Virtues muft for ever live. 
Cen you believe, that May's all-kpowing Mind 
Cas, to 4 Mortal Body be confinrd? = 
Though 4 foul foolifh Prifon her immure 
On Earth, foe (when cfcapd) is Wife, and Pure. 
Men's Body when diffole’d is byt the same 
With Beals, and muft return ftom mhenceit came; 
But whence into our. Bodies Resfop flows, 
None fees it, when it comes, or where st goes. 
Nothing refembles Death fa much as Sleep, 
Yet then our Minds themfelves from Slumber keep. 
When from their flefoly Bondage they are free, 
Then what divine, and future things they fee? 
Which makes it moft apparent whence they arty 
And what they foal hereafter be declare. | 

This 
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This Noble Speeeli tle dying Cjras made. 
Me (Scipio) fhall no Argument perfwade, 
Thy Grandfire, and his Brother, to whom Fame 
Gave from two conquer’d parts o° th’ World, 
tlicir N ame, 

Nor thy great Grandfiré, nor thy Father Paul, 
Who fell at Canme agaitift Hannibal, 
Nor I (fortis permitted to the Ag’d 
To boaft their AGions) had fo oft ingap’d 
- tn Battelsy and in Pleadings, had we thought, 
That only Farfie our vertuous AGions bought; 
IT were better in foft Pleafure and repole 
Inglorioufly our peaceful Eyes to clofe: | 
Some high affurance hath poffeft my Mind, | 
After my Death, an happier Life to find. 
Unlefs our Souls front the Immiortals came; 
What end liave we to feck Immortal Fame ? 
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All vertuous Spirits fome fich hope attends, 
Therefore the Wife his Days with Pleafure ends. 
The Foolifh and Short-figtited die with Fear, 
That they go no where, or they know not where. 
- The Wite and Vertuous Soul with cleerer Eyes 
Before fhe parts, fome happy Port defcries. 
My Friends, your Fathers I fhall furely fee, 
Nor only thof: I lov’d; or who lov’d me; 
But fuch as before ours did end their Days: 
Of whom we hear, and read, and write their» 
This I believe, for were lon my way, (Praife. 
N one fhould perfwade me to return, or ftay : 
Should fome God tell me, that I fhould be born, 
And cry again, his OfferI fhould fcorn ; 
Afham’d when I have ended well my Race, 
To be led back, to my firft ftarting place. 
And fince with Life we are more griev’d than 
We fhould be either fatishd, orcloy’d; (joy’d. 

| Yee 
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Yet will not I my length of Days deplore, 
As many Wife and learn’d have done before: 
Nor can I think fuch Life in vain is lent, 
Which for our Country and our Friends is fpent. 
~ Hence froman Inn, not from my Home, I pafs, 
Since Nature meant us here no dwelling place. 
Happy when I from this turmoil fet free, 
That peaceful and divine Affembly fee : 
Not only thofe I nam’d I there fhall greet, 
But my own Gallant, Vertuous Cato, meet. 
Nor did I weep, when I to Afhes turn’d 
His belov’d Bod y, who fheuld mine have burn’d: 
[in my Thoughts beheld his Soul afcend, 
Where his fixt Hopes our Interview attend : 
Then ceafe ta wonder that I feel no Grief 
_ From Age, which is of my delights the chief. 
My Hopes, if this affurance hath deceiv’d, 
( That § Man’s Soul Immortal have believ’d) 
| R 3 Oo And 
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And if I err, no Pow’r fhall difpoffets 
My Thoughts of that expected Happinefs, 


Though fome mirute Philofophers pretend, 


That with our Days our Pains and Pleafures end, 


If it be fo, I hold the fafer fide, 

For none of them my Error fhall deride, 

And if hereafter no Rewards appear, 

Yet Vertue hath it felf rewarded here. 

If thofe who this Opinion have defpis’d, 

And their whole Life to Pleafure facrific'd ; 
Should feel their Error, they when undeceiv',. 
Too late will wifh, that me they had believ’d. 
If Souls no Immortality obtain, | 
?T is fit our Bodies fhould be out of Pain. — 

The fame uneafinefs which every thing 

Gives toour Nature, Life muft alfo bring. 
Good Acts (if long féem tedious, fois Age © 
ACting too long upon this Farth her Stage. _ 
Thus. much for Age, to which when youarrive, 
_ That Joy to you, whichis givesme, *cwill give 
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Ither ye come, diflike, and fo undo 

Bh The Players, and difgrace the Poet too; 
But he protefts againft your Vctes, and fwears 
He'll not be tryd by any, but his Peers ; 
He claims his Privilege, and fays tis fit 
Nothing fhould be the Fudge of Wit, bat Wit. 
Now you will all be Wits, and be I prays. 
And you that difcommend it, mend ihe Play; 
"T 23 the beft fatisfaction he knows then 
His turn will come to laugh at you apen, | 
Bat Gentlemen if ye diflike the Play, t 
Pray make no words on’t till the fecond Day, 
Or third be paft : For we would have you know it, 
The lofs will fall on us, not on the Poet: 
For he writes not for Money, zor for Praife, 
Nor tobe calld 4Wit, nor to wear Bays : | 
Cares not for Frowns, or Smiles : fo now youl fay, 
Then (why the Devil) did he write a Play? 
He fays, "twas then with him, as now with JOU, 
Ee did it when he had nothing elfe to do. 


AGors. 


\ 


Actors. 


Scena Perfia. 


Aras King of Perfia, 
' Mirza, the Prince, his Son. 
Erythea, the Princefs, his Wife. 
Haly, the King’s Favourite: 7 Enenties t0 the 
Mirvan, Haly’sGonfident. S Prince. 
ee btw Lords, Friepds to the Prince. 
— Caliph, ie ae | 
~. Solyman, a foolifh Courtier. ae —_ 
Soffy, the Prince hisSon, now King of Perfa. 
Fatyma, his Daughter. | 
2 Turkifb Bafbaws. 
3 Captains. 
2 Women. 
Phyfician 
Ter nent Or $, 
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A@us Primus 
Enter Abdall and Morat. 


Mor. Y Lord, you have good intelligence, 
_ What News from the Army, 
Any certainty of their Defign or Strength ? 
bd, We know not their Defign: But for their 
Strength, 

The difproportion is fo great, we cannot but — 
Expeé a fatal Confequence. | | 
Mor. How great, my Lord ?. tt 

Abd, The Turks are Fourfcore Thoufand Foot, 
And Fifty Thoufand Horfe. And we in the whole 
Exceed not Forty Thoufand. . 

_ Mor. Methinks the Prince fhould know 
' That Judgment’s more effential to a General, _ 
Than Courage, if he prove Victorious © | 
"Tis but a happy Rafhnefs. | 

Abd." But if he lofe the Battel, *tis an Error 

Beyond Excufe, or Remedy, confidering ma 
" po at 
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That half the leffer Aa will follow - 
The Vidtor’s Fortune. 
— Mor, ’Tis lus fingle Vertue 
And Terror of his Name, that walls us in 
From Danger 3 werc he loft, the naked Empire 
Would be a Prey expos’d to all Invaders. 

Abd. But is’ not neceffary 
The King fhould know his Danger ? 

Mor. Totellhim of fo great a Danger, 
Were but to draw a greater on our felves : 
For though his Eye is open as the Mornings, 
TowardsLus and Pleafures,vet fo fait aLethargy 


Has feiz’d his Powers towards publick Cares and 


He fleeps tikke Death. (dangers, 


bd’, Fe’s a Man of that ftrange Compofition, 


Made up of alithe worft Extremities 
Or Youth, and Age. . 
Mor, And though : 

He feels the Heats of Youth, and Colds of Age, 

Yet neither tempers, nor corrects the other; — 

As ‘fshere were an Agueinhis Nature _ 

Thar ft:llinclines to one Extream. 

Abd, But the Caliph, or Haly, or fome that know 

— His fofter Hours, might beft acquaint him with it. 

Mor, Alas, they fhew him nothing 

. Butinthe Glafs of Flattery, if any thing 

' May beara fhew of Glory, Fame, or Greatnefs 

»Tis multiplycd to an immenfe quantity, | 

And ftretcht even to Divinity : 

But if it tend to Danger, or Difhonour, 

They turn about the Perfpective, and fhew it 

Solittle, atfuch diftance, fo like nathing, _ 
Thee 
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That he can {carce difcern it. | (ledge 
Abd. Tis the Fate of Princes, that no Know- 
Comes pure to them, but pafling through the yes 
And Ears of other Men, it takes a Tincture 
From every Channel ; and ftill bears a relifh 
Of Flattery, or private Ends, 
Mor, But Danger and Neceflity 
Dare fpeak the Truth. 
Abd, But commonly | 
They fpeak not till it is too late : 
And for Hadj, 
He that fhall tell him of the Prince’s Danger, 
But tells him that himfelf is fafe. 


Scena Secunda, 
Enter King, Princefs, and Solyman. 


_ Keng. Clear up, clear up, {weet Erythea, 
That Cloud that hangs upon thy Brow prefages 
A greater Storm than all the Turkifh Power 
Can throw uponus, methinks I fee my Fortune 
Setling her Looks by thine, and in thy Smile 
Sits Victory, and in thy Frown our Ruin: 
Why fhould not Hope _ 
As much ere& ourThoughts, as Fear deject them ? ; 
| Why fhould: we 
Anticipate our Sorrows ? ’tis like thofe - 
That die for fear of Death : 
What ts’t you doubt, his Courage,or his Fortune? 
ee | | — Princefs: 
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Princefs. Envy it felf could never doubt-his — 


- Courage. (that 
King. Then let riot Love do worfe, by doubting 
Which is but Valour’s Slave ; a wife well-cém- 
per’d Valour, 
For fuch is his, thofe Giants Death and Danger, 
Are but his Minifters, and ferve a Mafter 
More to be fear’d than they; and the blindGoddefs 
Is led among ft the Captives in his Triumph. 
Prince/s. U had rather fhe had Eyes, for if fhe 
faw him 
Sure fhe would love him better; but admit 
She were at once a Goddefs, and his Slave, 
Yet Ferrune, Valour, all is overborn — 
By Numbers: as the long refifting Bank 
By the impetuous Torrent. 
Kgag, That’s but Rumor: 
Never did the Turk invade our Territory, 
But Fame and Terrour doubled ftill their Files: 
But when our Troops encountred, then we found 
Scarce a fufficient matter for our Fury. Ove brings 


— Solyman condué him in, word of 4 Meffenger. 


*Tis furely from the Prince. 


Enter Poft, and delivers a Letter. (is well. 


King. Give it our Secretaries, I hope the Prince 
— The Letter will inform you. (Ever « Meff. 
eff. Sir, the Lords attend you. (Ex.PrineefsEn- 
King What News froni the Army ? (¢ér Lords, 
Lord. Pleafe youtohear theLetrer? 
Kjng. Readit; (overthrow, 
Lord. -The Tark enraged with his laft Years 
Hath re-inforc’t his Army with the choice of all 
his Janizars, Aryl 
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And the Flow’r of his whole Empire; we 

Underftand by fome Fugitives, that he hath 

~Commanded 

The Generals to return with Vittory, or expea 

A fhameful Death : what I fhall further do, 

(Their Numbers five times exceeding ours) 

I defire to receive Directions from Your Majefties 
_ Command. _ | | 
Kzag. Send away all your Guards, - - 

Let frefh Supplies of Vidtuals, and of Money. -- 
Lord. Your Treafures 

Are quite exhaufted, the Exchequer’s empty. 
Kgng. Send tothe Bankers, — 

46, Sir, upon your late Demands 
They anfwered they were Poor, 

King. Sure the Villains hold a Correfpondence 
With the Enemy, and thus they would betray ys ; 
Firft give us up to want, then to Contempt, 
And then to Ruin ; but tell thofe Sons of Barth 
I’ll have their Money, or their Heads. 

*Tis my Command, when fuch Occafions are, 

No Plea mult ferve ; tis Cruelty to fpare. | 

Another. Mefenger. | (Exegnt Lords, 

King. The Prince tranfported with his youthful 


‘T fear hath gone too far : "tis fome Difafter, (heat. 


Or elfe he would not fend fo thick: well, bring 
1am prepar’d to hear the worft of Evils. (him in ;. 
Enter Solyman and two Captains. 

| Capt. kiffes his Hand, (ches, 

Kjag. What isthe Prince befieged in his Tren- 
And muft have fpéedy Aid, or die by Famine? 

Or hath he rafhly try’d the Chance of War, F 
-. 4 An 
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And loft his Army, -or his Liberty ? | 
Tell me what Province they demand for Ranfom: 
Or if the worft of a'l miinaps hath fallen, 
Spea's, for he could not die unlike himfelf: 
Speak freely 5 and yet methinks I read 
Somsthing of better fortune in thy Looks, 
But dare not hopeit. 

Capt. Sir, the Prince lives. | 

King. And hath not loft his Honour? 

Capt. As fafe:n Honour as in Life. 

Kinz. Nor Liberty ? 

Cz. Free as the Air he breathes. 

Kyu7. Return withfpeed: | 
Tell him he fhall have Money, Vituals, Men; 
With all the hafte they can belevied. Farewel: 


. [Offers to go. 
Capt. But Sir, Ihave one word more. 
Kaz. ‘Then be brief. . (ventures 


Capt, Sonow you are prepar’d; and I may 


Kine, What ist ? (Care. 


— Capt. Sir, a Fathers Love mixt with a Fathers 
This fhewing Dangers greater, and that nearer, 
Have rais’d your Fears too high; and thofe re- 
— mov’d, | oa 
Too fuddenly would let in fuch a Deluge , 
Of Joy, as might opprefs your Aged Spirits, 
Which made me genily firft remove your Fears, 
_ That fo you might have room to entertain 
Your fill of Joy : Your Son’s a Conquerour. 
_ King. Delude me not with fained Hopes, falfe 
Itcannot be. Andif he can butmake (Joys, 
A fair Retreat, Ifhallaccountit more =.) 
: eS Thay 
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Than all his former Conquefts, (thofe huge 
- -s Numbers 7 
Arm’d with Defpair) the Flow’r ofall theEmpite: 
Capt. Sir, Ihave not us’d to tell you Tales, or 
Fables, | | os 
And why fhould you fufpect your Happinefs, 
Being fo conftant. Onmy Life’tis true Sir. 
King. Well, Pllno more fufpect 
My Fortune, nor thy Faith: 
Thou and thy News moft welcom : Solyman 
Go call the Princefs and the Lords, they fhall 
Participate our Joys, as well as Cares. 
Enter Princefs and Lords. 
Kgng. Fair Daughter, blow away thofe Mifts 
and Clouds, . : 
And let thy Eyes fhine forth in their full Luftre ; 
Inveft them with thy lovelieft Smiles, put on 
Thy choiceft Looks : his coming will deferve 
them. | (fafety * 
Princefs, What, is the Prince returned wit 
Tis beyond belief, or hope. | _ 
-  Kgag. I, fweet Evythes; | 
_ Laden with Spoils and Honour: all thy Fears, | 
Thy wakeful ‘Terrors, and affrighting Dreams, 
Thy Morning Sighs, and Evening Tears have now 
Their full Rewards. And you my Lords, . 
Prepare for Mafques and Triumphs: Let no Cir- 
| cum{tanéce | 
Be wanting, that becomes ; 
The greatnefs of our State, or Joy. 
Behold he comes. | 
| 3 Ent 
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Enter Prince with Captains, and two 
| Captive Bafhaws. 
_Kjng. Welcom brave Son,. as welcom to thy 
Father 

As Phebus was to fove, when he had flain 
Th’ ambitious Giants that affail’d the Sky ;. 
And as my Power refembles that of ‘fove’s, 
So fhall thy Glory like high Phebus fhine 

As bright and as immortal. 
Prince. Great Sir,: all acquifition 
Of Glory as of Empire, here I lay before 
Your Royal Feet, happy to be the inftrument 
To advance either : Sir I challenge nothing, 
But am an humble Suitor for thefe Prifoners; 
The late Commanders of the Turkifh Powers, 
Whofe Valours have deferv’d a better Fortune. 

_ Kjag. Then what hath thine deferv’d? th’ are 
, thine brave Mirza, 

Worthy of all thy Royal Anceftors, (tue, 
And all thofe many Kingdoms, which their Ver- 
Or got, or kept, though thou hadft not been 

bornto’t. | 
But Daughter ftill your looks are fad, 
No longer Pll defer your Joys, gotake him 
Into thy chaft Embrace, and whifper to him 
That Welcom which thofe Blufhes promife, 

| | -_ [hast Kang. 

Prince. My Erythea, why entertain’{t thou 

with fo fad a Brow , 
My long defir’d Return? thou waft wont 
With Kiffes and {weet Smiles, to welcom home 
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My Vidtories, though bought with Sweat and 
And long expected. | (bloud 3 
_ Princefs. Pardon Sir ; | | 
‘Tis with ourSouls | 
As with our Eyes, that aftera long Darknefs _ 
Are dazjled at the Approach of fudden Light : 
When i’ th’ midft of Feats we are furpriz’d 
With unexpected Happinefs: the firft 
Degrees of Joy are meer Aftonifhment. 
And *twas fo lately ina dreadful Dream 
Ifaw my Lord fo near Deftruction, 


Deprived of his Eyes, a wfetched Captive ; _ 


} 


Then fhiriekt my felf awake, then flept again — 
And dream’t the fame; my ill prefaging Fancy 
Suggefting fill twas true: . 
Prinie. Then I forgive thy fadnefs, fince Love 
-caus’d it, 


: For Love is full of Fears ; and Fear the {hadow 
, Of Danger, like the fhadow of our Bodies, 


Is greater then, wheh that which is the caufe 
s fartheft off. ; 
Princefs. But ftill there’s fomething 
That checks my Joys, . : 
Norcanl yet diftinguifh 
Which isan Aonarition, this, or that. 
_ Prince. An Apparition? 


_ Thy Dreams more pleafing: [ Exemat: 


Enter Haly and Mirvan. 
_ Mir. Thetime has been, my Lord; | 
When I was no fuch —— to your Thoughrts. 
_ 3 4 : You 
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At Night I fhall refolve that doubt, and make 
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You were not wont to wear upon your Brow 
A Frown or Smile, but ftill have thought me 
At leaft to know the caufe. (worthy, 
Ha, ’Tis true, | 
Thy Breaft hath ever been the Cabinet 
Where I have lockt my Secrets. 
Mir, And did youeverfind  . 
That any Art could pick the Lock, or Power 
Could force it open. | 
Ha. No, I have ever found thee , 
Trufty:and fecret. But is’t obferv’d r th’ Court 
‘That Iam fad? (courfe, 
Mir. Obferw’d? tis all Mens Wonder and Dif- 
That ina Joy fo great, fo univerfal, | 
You fhould not bear a part. 
Ha. Difcourft of too? 
Mir. Nothing but ‘Treafon 
Morecommonly, more boldly fpoken. 
So fingular a fadnefs 
Mutt have a Caufeas ftrange as the Effect : 
And Grief conceal’d, like Indden Fire confumes ; 
Which flaming out, would call in help to quench 
Ha. But fince thou canft not mend it, (it, 
To let thee know it, will but make thee worfe; 
Silence and time fhall cure it. — 
Mir. Butin Difeafes when the Caufe is known, 
- Tis more than half the Cure: you have my Lord 
.. My Heart to counfel, and my Hands to act, 
_ And my Advice and Aétions both have met 
succefs in things unlikely. 
ffa. But this 


Is Sucha Secret, Idare hardly truft it 
a | To 
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Tomy ownSoul. Aad though it bea Crime 
In Friendfhip to betray a trufted Counfel, 
Yet to conceal this were a greater Crime, 
And ofa higher Nature. Mir. NowI knowit, 
And your endeavour to conceal it, 
Speaks it more plainly. ”Tis fome Plot upon the 
Prince. | (fearch’d it, 
Ha, Oh thou haft touch’d my Sore, and having 
Now heal it if thou canft: The Prince hates me, 
Or loves me not, or loves another better ; 
Which isall one. This being known in Court, 
Has rendred me defpis’d, and fcorn’d of all: 
For I that in his abfence 
Blaz’d like a Star of the firft magnitude 
Now in his brighter Sua-fhine am not feen.: 
No Applications now, no Troops of Suitors ; 
No Power, no not fo much as to do mifchief. 
_ Mir. My Lord, Iam afham/’d of you, 
‘SoillaMafter inan Art, folong 
_ Profeft, and Praétis’d by you, to be angry, 
And angry witha Prince. And yet to fhew it 
+ Ina fad Look, or womanifh Complaint : 
How can you hope to compafs your Defigns, 
And = diffemble °em? Go flatter and adore 
im, | 
Stand firtt among the Crowd of his Admirers. 
Ha, OhT have often fpread thofe Nets, but he 
Hath ever been too wife to think them real. _ 
| Mir. However, 
' Diffemble ftill, thank him for all his Injuries; — 
Take ’em for Favours ; if at laft (fon 
You cannot gain him, fome pretty nimble Poy- 
~ S$3° May 
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May dothe Feat. Or if he will abroad, 
Find him fome brave and Honourable Danger. 
Ha. Have I not found him out as many Dangers 
As Juno did for Hercules? yet he returns 

Like Hercules, doubled in Strengrhand Honour. 

_ Mir. If Danger cannot doit, then try Pleafure, 
Which when no other Enemy furvives, 

Still conquers all the Conquerers. Endeavour 
To foften his Ambition into Luft, 

Contrive fit Opportunities, and lay 

Baits for Temptation. 

_ Aa. Vil leave nothing unattempted : 

But fure this will not take; for all his Paffions, 
AftcCtions, and Faculties are Slaves 

Only to his Ambition. 

Mir. Then let him fall by his own greatne&, 

And puffhim up with glory, till ic fwell 

And break him. Firft, betray him to himfelf, 
Then to his Ruin: From his Vertues fuck a — 
* ""Poyfon, — a (Father, 
As Spiders do from Flowers ; praifehimto his | 
You know his Nature: Let the Princes Glory 
Seem to eclipfe, and cafta Cloudonhis; fie: 
And let tall fomething that may raife his Jealou- 
But left he fhould tulpetit, draw it from him 
As Fifhers dothe Bait, to make him follow it. 

| fa, But the old King is fo fufpicious. 

Mir, But withal - 

Mott fearful: He that views a Fort to take it, 
Plants his Artillery ’gainft the weakelft part : , 
Work on his Fears, till Fear hath made him cruel ; 
“od Creeley thall make him fear acain. 

i eS a "Methinks 
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Methinks (my Lord) you that fo oft have 
| ounde , (Deeps 
And fathom’d allhis Thoughts, that know the 
And Shallows of his Heart, fhould need no In- 
ftrumients 7 , 
-'To advance your Ends; his Paffions, and his Fears 
Lie Liegers for you in his Breaft, and there 
Negotiate your Affairs. | 
Enter King, Solyman, amd Lords to them. 
King. Solyman, Be it your Care to entertain 
the Captains, 
And the Prifoners, and ufe them kindly. 
Sol. Sir, Tam not for Entertainments now Iam 
Melancholy. | 
King. What griev’d for your good Fortune ? 
Sol. No Sir, but now'the Wars aredone, we 
have no Pretences 
~ To put off Creditors: I am haunted, Sir. 
King. Not with Ghofts ? 
Sol. No Sir, | 
Material and Subftantial Devils. (them ? 
King. I know the Caufe, what is’t thou ow’ft 
Sol. Not much Sir, but fo much as fpoils me 
for a good Fellow ; 
°Tis but 2000 Dollars. A fmall fum---to you Sir. 
King. Well, it fhall be paid. 
Sol. ‘Then if the Devil come, for drinking let 
me alone with him. 
Well, Drink, I love thee but too well already, 
But I thall love thee better hereafter : Ihave often 
Drunk my felf into Debt, but never out of Debt. 
tillnow.  (Exeunt. 
-% | . §s. 4 : Aétus 
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Actus Secundus. 
Scena Prima, 


Exter Prince, Haly, Captains, ana Prifoners, 
Bafhawes. | 


Prince. Ray let thefe Strangers find fuch En- 
| tertainment 

As you would have defir’d, 
Had but the chance of War determin’d it 
For them, as now for us. And you, brave Enemies, 
Forget your Nation, and ungrateful Mafter; 
And know that Ican fet fo high a Price 
On. Valour though in Foes, as toreward it 
With Truft and Honour. 

1 Bafbaw. Sir, your twice conquered Vaflals, 
Firly by your Courage, then your Clemency, — 
Here humbly vow to facrifice their Lives, 

(The Gift of this your unexampled Mercy) 

‘To your Commands and Service. 
Prince to Halv, Ypray (my Lord) fecond my 

Suit, 7 | | 

T have already mow’d the King in Private, 

That in our next Years Expedition they may have 

Scme Command. | 
Fla. Tfhall, my Lord, | 

And glad of the occafion. Afde. 

E wonder Sir, you'll leave the Court, the Sphere 

} an _ Where 
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Where all your Graces in full Luftre fhine. 
Prince, 1, Haly, but the Reputation __ 

Of virtuous Actions paft, if not kept up 
With an accefs, and frefh fupply of new ones, 
Is loft and foon forgotten : and like Palaces, - 
For want of Habitation and Repair, 
Diffolve to heaps of Ruin, 

Ha. But can you leave, Sir, 7 
Your Old Indulgent Father, and forfake 
The Embraces of fo fair, fo chaft a Wife ? 
And all the Beauties of the Court befides, 
Are mad in Love, and dote upon your Perfon: 
And is’t not better fleeping in their Arms, 


. Than in a cold Pavilion in the Camp ? (ed 
Where your fhort Sleeps are broke and interrupt-. 
’ With Noifes and Alarms. —  -  *(defpife 


Prince. Haly, Thou know’ft not me, how I 
Thefe fhort and empty Pleafures; and how low 
They ftand in my Efteem, which every Peafant, 
The meaneft Subjeét in my Fathers Empire 
Enjoys as fully, in as high Perfection 
As ke or I; and which are had in common 
By Beafts as well as Men; wherein they equal, 
If not exceed us; Pleafures to which we’re led 
Only by Senfe, thofe Creatures which have leaft 
Of Reafon, moft enjoy. | 

Ha, 1s not (nough 
_ The Empire you are born to, a Scene large e- 

Toexercife your Virtues? There are Virtues 
Civil as wellas Military; forthe one (ready: 
You have giventhe World an ample Proof al- 
Now exercife the other, ’tis no lefs 


_ | To 
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To Govern juftly, make your Empire Flourifh 
With wholfom Laws, in Riches, Peace, and 
Plenty, | 
Then.by the expence of Wealth and Blood to 


New Acquifitions. (make 
Prince. That I was born fo great , I owe to 
Fortune, | 


And cannot pay that Debt, till Virtue fet me 
Highin Example, asI ftandin Title; (A€tions 
Till what the World calls Fortune’s Gifts, my 
May ftile their own Rewards, and thofe too little. 
Princes are then themfelves, when they arife 


More Glorious in Mens Thoughts than in their 


Ha. Sir, your Fame (Eyes, 
Already fills the World, and what is infinite 
Cannot receive Degrees, but will fwallow 
All that is added ; as our Cafpian Sea 
Receives our Rivers, and yet feems not fuller: 
And if youtempt her more, the Wind of Fortune 
May come about, and take another Point 
And blaft your Glories. | 

Prince. No, : : 
My Glories are paft Danger, they’re full blown: 
Things that are blafted, are but in the Bud ; 
Andas for Fortune, Inor love, nor fear her : 
Lam refolv’d, go Haly, Flatter ftill your Aged 
_ Mafter,; — | | 
Still footh-him in his Pleafures, and ftill grow 
Great by thofe Arts. : 
Well, farewel Court, . 

Where Vice not only hath ufurpt the Place, 
But the Reward, ander = the name of. Virtue. 
: Hae 
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Ha, Still, ftill, | 
Slighted and fcorn’d ; yet this Affront 
Vath ftampt a noble Title on my Malice, 
And married it to Juftice. The King is Old, 
And when the Prince fucceeds, 
I'm loft paft all Recovery : then I 
Muft meet my Danger, and deftroy him firft ; 
But cunningly, or clofely, or his Son 
And Wife, like a fierce Tygrefs will devour me. 
There’s Danger every way; and fince ’tis fo, 
Tis brave, and noble, when the falling weight 
Of my own Ruin crufhes thofe I hate : 
But how to do it, that’s the work, he ftands 
So high in reputation with the People, 
There’s but one way, and that’s to make his 
Father 
The Inftrument, to give thename, and Envy 
Tohim; buttomy felf the Prizeand Glory. __ 
He’s Oldand Jealous, apt for Sufpicions, ’gainft 
which Tyrants Ears 
Are never clos’'d. The Prince is Young, 
Fierce, and Ambitious, I muft bring together 


. AllthefeExtreams ; and then remove all Mediums, © 


That each may be the others Object. 
Enter Mirvan. 

Mir. My Lord, _ 
Now if your Plots beripe, you are befriended 
With Opportunity ; the King is Melancholy, 
Apted for any ill Impreffions. 

Make an Advantage of the Prince’s Abfegce, 
Urge fome fufpeCted Caufe of his departure, 

Ufe all your Art: he’s coming. a Mir. 
v | | | od 
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| Enter King. 
Ha. = have you known an Aétion of fuch 
Glor 
Lefs fwell’d with Oftentation, ora Mind © 
Lefs tainted with Felicity ? "tis a rare Temper in 
the Prince. | 

Kjag. Isit fo rare to fee a Son fo like 
His Father? Have not I performed AGtions 
As great, and with as great a Moderation? 

Ha, J, Sir, but that’s forgotten, | 
Attions 0’ th’ laft Age, are like Almanacks o? th’ 

laft Year. 

Ksag. ’Tis well; but with all his Conquefts, 
| what I get in Empire 
I fofe inFame: I think my felf no Gainer. 

But am I quite forgotten ? 

Ha. Sir, you know 
Age breeds neglect in all, and Aétions 
Remote in time, like Objects” 

Remote in Place, are not beheld at. half their 
greatnefs ; : 
And what is new finds better acceptation, 
‘Than what is good or great : yet fome Oid Men 
Tell Stories of you in their Chimney corners. 
Kaz. No otherwife? 

Ha, They’re all fo full of him : fome magnifie 
His Courage, fome his Wit, but all admire 
A greatnefs fo familiar. 

Kjng. Sure Haly | 
Thouwhaft forgot thy felf: art thou a Courtier, 
Or Ta King ? my Ears are unacquainted — 

With fuch bold Truths; efpeciaily from thee: 


Hae 
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Ha, Sir, when I am call’d to’t, 1 muft fpeak 
Boldly and plainly. | _ 

Kir. But with what eagernefs, what Circum-- 

ance : 

Unaskt, thou tak’ft fuch pains to tell me only 
My Son’s the better Man. a 

Ha, Sir, where Subjeéts want the Privilege 
To fpeak; there Kings may have the Privilege 
To live in Ignorance. 
_ Kéag. If twere a Secret that concern’d my Life 
Or — , then this Boldnefs might become 
thee 5 Bo | 
But fuch unneceflary Rudenefs favours 
Of fome Defign. 
And this is fucha falfe and fquint-eyed Praife, 
Which feeming to look upwards on his Glories, 
Looks down upon my Fears; I know thou hat’ft. 


im 5 
_ And like infected Perfons fain wouldft rub 
The ulcer of thy Malice upon me. | ! 
_ Ha, Sir, T almoft believe you {peak your 
Thoughts, | 
But that I want the Guilt to make me fear it. 
King. What mean thefe guilty Blufhes then ? 
Ha, Sir, if I blufh, itis becaufe you do not, 
To upbraid fo try’d a Servant, that fo often | 
Have wak’d that you might fleep ; and been 
expos’d | 
To Dangers for your Safety. 
Kjng. And therefore think’ft 
Thou art fo wrapt, fo woven intoall 
~ My Trufts and Counfels, that I now muft fuffer 
All thy Ambition aims at, a 
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_ =H Sir, if your Love growsweary,  —_«_— 
And ir you have worn me long enough, I’m 
willing | | 
Tobe left ait ; but he’s a foolifh Seaman, 
That wher his Ship is finking, will not 
Unlade his Hopes into another bottom. — 
Kgng. Lunderftand no Allegories. 
_ Ha, And he’sas illa Courtier, that when 
His Mafter’s old, defires not to comply | 
With him that muft fucceed. . King. But if 
He will not be comply’d with ? Ha, Oh Sir; 
aie a. {ure way, and I have known it pra- 
is’ 
Inother States. Kng. What’s that? 
_ Ha. To make | 3 
‘The Fathers Life the Price of the Sons favour, 
To walk upon the Graves of our dead Mafters | 
To our own fecurity. Kjng flarts and 
Scratches his Head. 
Ha, °Tis this muft take: [fide] Does this 
_ plainnefs pleafe you Sir ? 
‘King. Haly, Thou know’ft my Nature, too 
_.  tooapt se 
To thefe Sufpicions ; but I hope the Queftion 
Was never mov’d to thee ? 
Hi. In other Kingdoms, Sir. 
King. But has my Son no fuch Defign ¢ 
_ a, Alas, | ae | 
You know I hate him; and fhould I tell you — 
He had, you'd fay it was but Malice. | 
King. No more of that good Hs, I know 
thou lov’ft me: _— 
Bute 


ee A ON ge ee Na ge) ee ge ee ee —— Pr ee gh RN ee aT ie,” eee we eae eS Te 


The SOPHY., | at 
But left the care of future Safety tempt thee _ 
To forfeit prefent Loyalty; or prefent Loyalty 
_ Forfeit thy future Safety, —- 
[ll be your Reconciler : call him hither. 
Ha, OhSir, I wifh he were within my call, or 
yours. 
Kgng. Why, where ts he? 3 
Ha. Hehas left the Court, Sir. 
King. 1 like not thefe Excurfions, why fo fud- 
wdenly? - 
Ha, "Tis but a fally of Youth, yet fore fay he’s 
ga — | 
ing. That grates my Heart-ftrings. What — 
fhould aieaiees hin ? 
Except he thinks I live too long: 
_ Ha. Heaven férbid: a0 
And yet I know no Caufe of his departure: 
I’m fure he’s honoured, and lov’d by all; ) 
‘The Soldiers God, the Peoples Idol. King. 1, Haly;. 
The Perfians ftill worfhip the rifing Sun, 
But who went with him? Hé. None but the 
_ Captains, | | 
King. The Captains ? I like-not that. 
Ha, Never fear it, Sir: - | 
*Tis true, they love him but as their Generaf, 
_ not their Prince. — 
And though he be moft forward and ambitious, 
_*Tis temper’d with fo much Humility. 
_Kgag. And fo much the more dangerous ; 
There are fome that ufe : 


- Humility to ferve their Pride, and feem 


Humble upon their way, to be the prouder 
As their wifht Journeys end: Es. 
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_ Aa, Sir, know not 
What ways or ends you mean; ’tis true. 
In popular States, or where the Princes Title 
Is weak, and muft be propt by the Peoples Powet ; 
There by familiar ways ’tis neceffary 
To win on Mens Affections. But none of thefe 
Can be his end. | 
Kgag. But there’s another end; 
For if his Glories rife upon the Ruins 
Of mine, why not his Greatnefs too ? 
Ha, ‘True Sir, 
Ambition is like Love, impatient _ 
Both ot Delays and Rivals. But Nature— 
— Kgag. But Empire. — | 
_ Ha, 1 had almoft forgot Sir, he has _ 2 
A Suit to your Majefty. Kgng. What 'is’t ? 
Ha. To give the Turkifh Prifoners fome Com- 


In the next AGtion. | - €mand 
Kjng; Nay; then ’tis too apparent, | 
He fears my Subjeés Loyalty, (plainly, 


And now muft call in Strangers; come deal 
I know thou can’ft difcover more. 

Fa, Tcandifcover (Sir) gers, 
The depth of your great Judgment in fuch Daa- 
_. Kgng. What fhall I do, Haly? 
Ha. Your Wifdom is fo great; it were Pre: 

{umption for me toadvife. - 

Kéng. Well, we'll confider more of that, but 
for the prefent OO (thank thee 


Let him with fpeed be fent for. Mahomet — 


I have one taithful Servant, honeft Hz/y. 
| [Ext Kgng. 
| | Eater 
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| Enter Mirvan. 
Mir. How did he take it ? 
Ha. Swallow’d it as greedily 
As parched Earth drinksrains 
Now the firft part of our defign is over, 
His ruine ; but the fecond, our fecurity, 
Muft now be thought on. ~ Chis fur 
Mir. My Lord, you are too fudden; thoug 
Determine rafhly, yet his colder fear 
Before it executes, confults with reafon, 
And that not fatisfied with fhews, or fhadows, 
Willask to be convine’d by fomething real ; 
Now mutft we frame fome Plot, and then difco- 
ver it. | 
Ha. Or intercept fome Letter,which our felves.__ 
Had forg’d before. — 
Mir. And ftill admire the Miracle, 
And thank the Providence. © 
Ha, Then we mutt draw in fomebody 
‘To be the publick Agent, that may ftand 7 
’T wixt us and danger, and the PeoplesEnvy. 
Mir. Who fitter than the grand Caliph ? 
And he will fet a grave religious Face 
Upon the bufinefs. 
Ha. But if we cannot work him, 
For he’s fo full of Foolifh fcruples ; 
Or if he fhould prove falfe, and then betray us. 
Mir. Betray us? fure (my Lord) your fear has 
blinded — | 
Your underftanding ; for what ferves the King ? ' 
Will not his threats work more than our perfwa- 
fions, — | 
: | T While 
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While we look on,and laugh, and feema as ignorant 
_ As unconcern’d ; ‘and thus appearing Friends 
To either fide, on both may work our ends. 
Enter Meflenger. a) 

Meff. My Lord, the Turkifh Bafbaws . 

Defire accefs. 
-Ha, Admit ’em, I bnow their Bufiners. a 
Mir. They long to hear with what. fuccefs 


The King in their behalf. — 7 (you mov’d | 
Aa. But now they’r come, Pll make em do my - 
Better than I did theirs..; ..- - (bufinefs 
Mir. Leaveusawhile. (Ex. Mir. 


Enter twe Bafhaws. 


Ha. My Lords, my duty and affetion to the 


Prince, 
And the refpetts Lowe to Men of honour, ( utter: 
Extort a fecret fromme, which yet I grieve to 
The Prince departing, left to me the care 
Of your affairs, which I, as he commanded, 


Have recommended to the King, but with fo 


A fuccefs—— | (unlookt for 
1 Baf, My Lord, fear not to fpeak our doom, 
while we | 


Fear not to hearit: we were loft before,” | 
And can be ready now to meet that fate. 3 
ba? “ expected. 


. Though he that brings unwelcom News. 


Hast bait a lofir ng Office, yet he that fhews 

Your danger frit, and then your way to fafety, 

May heal that wound he made. You know the 
King 

With jealous Eyes hath ever lookt awr yo 


On, 
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On his Sons actions, but the Fame and Glory 
Of the laft War hath rais’d another Spirit; 
Envy and Jealoufie are twin’d togetlier, 
Yet both lay hid in his diffembled fmiles, | 
Like two concealed Serpents, till I, unhappy I; 
Moving this queftion, trod upon them both, 
And rouz’d their fleeping angers ; then cafting 
from him | | 
His doubts, and ftraight confirm’d in all his fears, — 
Decrees to you a {peedy death, to his own Son 
A clofe reftraint: but what will follow : 
Idare-not think; you by a fudden flight may find 
your fafety: . | | | 
2 Baf: Sir, Death and we arenot fuch ftrangers, 


That we Should make difhonour, or ingratitude 


The price of Life ; it was the Princes gift, 
And we but wear it for:his fake and fervice. 
_ Ha. Then for his fake and fervice a 
Pray follow’ my advice? though you have loft 
| the favour 
Of your unworthy Mafter; yet inthe Provinces. 


- You lately governed, you have thofe dependences - 


And interefts, that you may raife a power 
To ferve the Prince: VI! give him timely notice. 


_ To ftand upon his guard. 


_ 1 Baf. My Lord, we thank you,“ 
But we mutt give the Prince Intelligence, 
Both when, and how to imploy us. 

_ Ha. Tf you will write, 

Commnt it to my care and fecrecy, : 


To feeit fafe convey’d.. 2). Se 
2 Baf. Welfhall; my Lord. 9° 2 OE Ex: 
Ee. & wee oie 


s 
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Fa. — Men were once the Princes Foes,and 
then 
Unwillingly they made him great: but now 
Being his Friends, fhall willingly undo him ; 
And- which 1s more, be ftill his Friends. 
_ What little Arts govern the World! we need not 
An Armed Enemy, or corrupted Friend ; 
When fervice but mifplac’d, or love miftaken 
| Performs the work: nor is this all the ufe 
Tl make of them; when once they are in Arms, 
Their Mafter fhall be wrought to think thefe 
Forces 
Rais’d againft him ; and this fhall fo endear me 
To him, that though dull Vertue and the Gods 
O’rcome my fubtle mifchief, I may find 
A fafe Retreat, and may at leaft be fure, ' 
If not more mighty,to be more fecure. [Exeaat. 


~ A@tus- Tertius. 
Scena Prima. 
Enter King and Haly. 


King. Ut Hal, What Confederates ha’s the 
In his Confpiracy ? (Prince 
Ha, Sir, I can yet fufpet 
None but the Turkifh Prifoners, and that only 
From their late fudden flight. , 
King. Are they fled ? For what ? 
fia, ‘That, their own fears belt know ; their 
Entertainment | | lyn 
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I’m fure was fuch as could not minifter 
Sufpicion or diflike: but fure they’re confcious 
Of fome intended mifchief, and are fled 
To put it intoa&. — 
Kéag.-This ftill confirms me more; 
But let.’em be purfu’d : let all the paffages 
Be well fecur’d that no Intelligence 
May pafs between the Prince and them. 
Ha, It fhall be done, Sir, 
Kang. 1s the Caliph prepar’d ? 
Ha, He’s without, Sir, = 
And waits your Pleafure. 
Kgng. Call him. _ So 
Enter Haly and Caliph. - 
Kang. Thave a great defign to a@, in which 
The greateft partis thine. In brief ’tis this, 
I fear my Son’s highSpirit; and fufpeét 
_ Defigns upon my Life.and Crown. 
Ca. Sure, Sir, your Fears are caufelefs ; 
Such Thoughts are Strangers to his noble Soul. 
Keng. No, ’tis too true; I muft prevent my. 
Danger, , w § | 
And make the firft attempt: there’s no fuch way 
Lo avoid a Blow, as to ftrike firft,:and fure. 
Ca. But, Sir, I hope my Funétion fhall ex. 
‘empt me 7 | 
From bearing any part in fuch Defigns. 
Kz7g. Your Fundtion ! [Laughs] Do you think 
that Princes | : 
Will raife fuch Men fo near themfelves for no- 
thing: 
» We but a you to aa our purpofes : 


yO 3 _ Nay, 


Se ee 
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‘Nav, even inall Religion, | 
Their Learned’ft, and their feeming holieft Men, 
but ferve 
To work thir Mafters ends ; and varnifh o’re 
Their actions, with fome fpccious pidus colour : 
No fcruples ; do’t, or by our holy Proper,” 
The death my rage intendsto him, ts thine. ‘ 

Ca. Sit, tis your part to will, mine to obey. 

Kieg. Then be wife and fudden. 

Enter Lords as to Council, Ab. Mor. 

Ca. My Lords, it grieves me to relate the caufe 
Of this Aflembly ; and ’twill grieve you all : 
The Prince you know ftands high in all thofe 

- graces 

Which Nature, feconded by fortune, gives: 
Wiifdom he ha’s, andto his Wifdom Courage ; 
Temper tothat, and untoallSuccefs. But 
Ambition, the difeafe of Virtue, bred _ 
Like furfeits from an undigefted fullnefs, 
Meets death in that which is the means of life, 
Great Mahomet, to whom our Soveraigns life, 
And Empire is moft dear, appearing, thus _ 
Advis’d me in a Vifion; Tellthe King, 
The Prince His Sonattempts his Life and Crown; 
And rhough no creature lives that more admires 
His Virtues, nor cftects his Perfon more 
Thanl; yet zealand duty to my Soveraign 
Have canceli’dall refpects 5 nor mult we flight 
The Prophets Revelations. 

_ Abd, Remember, Sir, he is your Son, 
Yndeared to you by a double bond, | 


A 


As to his King, and Father. 


Ti 


King. 
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King.And the remembrance of that double bond 
Doubles my forrows. ’Tis true, 
Nature and duty bind him to obedience ; 
But thofe being placed ina lower fphere, 
His fierce ambition, like the highe{t mover, 
Has hurried with a ftrong impulfive motion 
- Againft their proper courfe.But fince he has forgot 
The Duty of aSon, I can forget | 
The Affettions ofa Father. 
Abd, But Sir, in the beginning of Difeafes 
None try the extreameft Remedies. 
King. But when they’re fudden, 
The cure muft be as quick; when I’m dead, 
you'l fay, 
My fears have been too flow: Treafons are acted, 
Affoon as thought, though they are ne’re. be- 
lieved . 
Until they come to at. - 
Mor. But confider, Sir, 
The greatnefs of the attempt,thePeople love him; 
The lookers on, and the enquiring Vulgar 
Will talk themfelves to a€tion : thus by 
avoiding | 
_A danger but fuppos’d, you tempta real one. 
Kizg. Thofe Kings whom envy, or the Peo- 
ples murmur | 
Deters from their own purpofes, deferve not 
Noz know not their own Greatnefs; 
‘The Peoples murmur, ’tis a fulphurous vapour 
Breath’d from the Bowels of the bafeft Earth ; © 
And it may foil and blaft things near it felf : 
But e’er it reach the Region we are plac’d in, 
T 4 | |: 
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It vanifhes to Air; we are above . 
The Senfe or Danger of fuch Storms. 
Cap. True, Sir, they are but Storms while 
Royale: _ _ 

_ Stands like a Rock, and the tumultuous vulgar, 
_ Like Billows rais’d with Wind (that’s with opi- 
nion) | | 
May Roar, and makea Noife, and threaten; 
But if they row] toonear, they’re dath’t in pieces 

While they ftand firm. oS 
Abd. Yet Sir, Crowns are not plac’d fo high, 
But vulgar hands may reach’em. | 
King, Then tis when they are plac’d on vul- 
pat Heads. | : 
Abd, But Sir, : 
‘Look back upon your felf; why fhould your Son 
Anticipatea hope fo near, fo certain? we may 
wifh and pray | | 
For your long Life: but neither Prayers nor 
Power | | 
ACanalter Fates Decree, or Natures Law. 
| Why fhould he ravifh then that Diadem 
, From your gray Temples, which the hand of 
time 
Mutt fhortly plant on his ; 
_ King. My Lords, 
Ifee youlook upon measa Sun 
Now in his Weft, half buried ina Cloud, 
Whofe Rays the vapours of approaching Night 
Have eid weak and faint: But you fhall 
a | -* 
Phat Tcan yet fheot Beams, whol heat can melt 
| | The 
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The waxen Wings of this ambitious Boy.. | 
~ Norruns my blood fo cold, nor is my Arm 
So feeble yet, but he that dares defend him, 
Shall feel my Vengeance,. and fhall ufherme _ 
Into my Grave. _ 
Ab, Sir, we defend him not, 
Only defire to know hiscrime: ’Tis poffible 
It may be fome miftake, or mif-report, 
Some falfe fuggeftion, or malicious fcandal : 
Or if Ambition be his fault, "T'was yours 5 
He had it from you when he had his Being: 
Nor was’t his fault, nor yours, for ’tis in Princes 
A crime to want it; from a noble Spirit | 
Ambition can no more be feparated, ’ | 
Then heat from fire : Or if you fear the Vifion, 
Will you fufpeé the noble Prince, becaufe 
‘This holy Man is troubled in his fleep ? _ 
- Becaufe his crazy Stomach wants concoéttion, 
And breeds ill fumes; or his melancholy Spleen 
Sends up phantaftick vapours to his Brain: 
Dreams are but Dreams, thefe cauflefs fears bes. 
come not | | | 
Your noble Soul. _ 
King. Who {peaks another word | 
—— {poke his laft: Great Mahomet we thank © 
thee, 
_ Proteétor of this Empire, and this life, 
Thy cares have met my fears; this on pre- 
fumptions | , _ 
Strong andapparent, I have long prefag’d: 
And thougha Prince may punifh whathe fears 
Without account to any but the Gods ; a 
:  . Wife 


32 The SOPHY. 
Wife States ds often cut off illsthat may be, 
Asthofe that are; and prevent purpofes 
Before they come to Pra€tice ; and foul. Praftices 
Before they grow to A&. You cannot but ob- 
_ ferve | a | 
How he diflikes the Court, his rude departure, 
His honour from the People and the Soldiers, 
His feeking to oblige the Turks, his Prifoners, 
Their fudden and fufpeted fight... 2 ,° 
And above all, his reftlefs towring thoughts. 
King. tf the Bufinefs be important, 
‘Admithim = 
_\ Enter Meflenger with a Letter. — 
Meff. Sir, upon your late command 7 
To guard the paffage, and fearch all packets, 
This to the Prince wasintercepted. | 
| «(King opens it, and reads it to himfelf. 
_Kgng. Here Abdal, read it. [Abdal reads. 
,, The Letter. 
 Abdal reads. Sir, we are affured how unnatural 
your Fathers intentions a 
Are — you, and how cruel towards us 5 we 
ave. 
Made an efcape, not fo much to feek our own, 
As to be Inftruments of your Safety : We will be 
In Arms upon the Borders, upon your Cémmand, 
Either to féek danger with yoit, or toreceive you | 
Ifyou pleafe, to feek Safety with us. | 
King. Now my Lords, 
Alas my fears are cauflefs and ungrounded, 
_ Fantaftick dreams, and melancholy fumes 
Of crazy Stomichis, and diftempered Brains a : 
Ss é af 


Has this convine’d you? 
Mor. Sir, we fee 7 
Some reafon you fhould fear, but whom, we 
know not 3 
-?Tis poffible thefe Turks may play the Villains 
Knowing the Prince, the life of all our hopes, 
Sraffof our Age, and Pillar of our Empire ; 
And having fail’d by force, may ufethis Are 
To ruine him,and by their Treafon here 
‘To make their Peace at home, _ 
Now fhould this prove a truth, when he ha’s 
fuffered | 
Death, or difgrace, which are to him the fame; 
Twill be too late to fay you were miftaken ; | 
And then to cry him Mercy? Sir,we-befeech you 
A while fufpend your doom, till time produce 
Her wonted of fpring, Truth. — 
King. And foexpecting © | 
The event of what you think, fhall prove the’ 
experiment _ | 
OfwhatI fear; but fince he is my Son, — 
I cannot have fuch violent thoughts toward him, 
As his towards me: heonly fhall remain. 
A Prifoner till his Death,or mine inlarge him. 
[Ex. Lords, Mor. Haly. 


Solyman peeps tn. 
King. Away, away, we’re ferious. 
Sol. But not fo ferious to neglect your fafety. - 
King, Art thou inearneft ? - 
Sol. Nay, Sir, I can be ferious as well as my 


betters. 
King. 


! 
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Kyng. What’s the matter ? 
Sol. No, I am am inconfiderable Fellow, and 
and know nothing. | 
King. Let’shere that nothing then. 
Sol. The Turks, Sir. 
King. What of them ? 
Sol, When they could not overcome e you by 
force, they'll 
Do it by treachery. 
King. Ashow ? 
Sol. Nay, I can fee as far into a Milftone, asa- 
nother Man. : 
They have corrupted fome ill-affected Perfons. 
Kjng. What to do? 
Sol, To nourifh Jealoufies ’ twixt you and 
your Son. 
King. My Son, Where is he ? 
Sol. They fay he’s Pofting hither. 
King. Haly, we are betrayed; prevented, look 
to the, Ports, and let ~ | 
The Guards be doubled : how far’s his Army 
hence ? 
Is the City in Arms to Joya with him ?- 
Sol. Arms? and] joyn with him a underftand 
you not. 
King. Didft thou not fay the Ptince was 
coming ? 
Sol, I heard fome foolifh people fay you had 
fent for 
Him, asa Traytor, which to my apprehenfion 
was on 
Purpofe + sang . make you as aca make him 
— defperat And, 
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And {0 divide the People into faGtion. A Plot of 
Dangerous confequence, asI take it, Sir.’ ' 

_Kjag. Andis this all, thou fawcy trifling Fool ? 

Haly, Sir, this feeming Fool is a concealed dan- 

gerous Knave ; ‘do 

Under their fafe difeuife he thinks he may fay or 
Any thing : you’llittle think him the chief - 


Confpirator, 
The only {py t’ informthe Prince of all is none 
in Court. | 
King. Let him be rack’t, till he confefs _ 
The whole Confpirator. — 
Sol. Rack’t ! 1 have told you all I know, and 
and more : 
There’s nothing more in me, Sir, but may be 
fqueezed 
Out without gia a a ftoop or two of 


Win - Chad 
And if there had not been too much of that, you | 
N ot had fo much of the other. 
~ Kang. That’s your cunning, Sirrah, 
Sel, Cunning, Sir! Tam no Polititian ; ; and 
wasever thought to have - | 
foo little wit, and too much plain soins: for 
a States. -Man | (Ext. 
~ Kang. Away with him. 
Ha, But fomething mutt be done, Sir, to fatisfie 
the People : 
’Tis not enough to fay he did defign, 
Or plot, or think, but did attempt fome vio: 
lence ; | 
And then fome ftrange miraculous efcape: 
’ | For 
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For which our Prophet muft have publick 
thanks: - 
And this falfe colour hall delude the Eyes 
Of the amufed vulgar. . : 
King Tis well advis’d. 
; | Enter Meffenger. © 
Me ff Sir, His Highnefs is return’d. 
Keng And unconftrain’d ? But, with what 


- change of Countenance - 


Did he receive the meflage ? 
 Meff. With fome Amazement ; 
But fuch as fprung from wonder, not from fear 
Tt-was fo af hae | 
Kyng. Leave us. 
Haly, ¥ ever found the honeft ; truer to me — 
Than mine own blood, and now’s the time to 
fhew it: 


For thou art he my Love and Truft hath chofer 


To put in action my defign: Surprife him 
As he fhall pafs the Galleries. le place 
A guard behind the Arras; when thou haft him 
Since blinded with ambition, he did foar . 
Likea feel’d Dove; his crime {hall be his pu- 
 oifhment 
To be depriv’d of fight, which fee perform’d 
With a hot fteel : Now as thou lov’ft my fafety 
Be refolute, and fudden. 
Ha,’Tis fevere ; | 
But yet I dare not intercede, it fhall be done: 
But is that word irrevocable ? 
King. I, as Years, or Ages paft; relent not, if 
thou do'ft——~ {Exit King: 
Entet , 
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ar Exter Mirvan. | | 

Mir Why fo melancholy. is the defiga dif a 

covered f ue 

Ha, No, but lam made the Inftrument,. 

That ftill endeavoured to difguife my. plots... 
With borrowed looks, and make.’em: walk in 
darknefs? ae 
To aé&t’em now my felf ; be eile the nak 
For all the Peoples hate, the Princefg Curfes,. 4 
And his Sons Rage, or the old np. 
For this to Tyranny, belongs,:° 
To forget fervice, but remember wrongs. 

Mir. Butcould you. not contrive... 

Some fine pretence to caft it on fome other? » 

Ha. No, he dare-troft no other: had I given. | 
But the leaft touch of any privatequarrel, . ~ . / 
My malice to hisSon, not care of ‘nim, oe 
Had then begot thisService. - ae 
_ Mir. ’Tis but PotherPlot,my Lord; ; you know 
TheKing by other Wives had many Sons: 

Soffy is but a Child, and you already 

Command the Em perours Guard; procure fort ihe 

_ The Goverment of 0” th’ City ; when he dies, _ 

Urge how unfortunate thofe States have been «. 
Whofe Princes are buc Children ; then fet the [ 

Crown .. .. i 

Upon fome others heads, that may acknowledge: 

And owe the Empire to your gift. 

Hi, It fhall be done ; Abda!, who Commands 
The City, is the. Princes Friend, and therefore . 
Muft be difplac’d , and thou fhale ftraight fines 


ceed him, 
T cs 


Thou art my better Genius, honeft Migvan 5 
Greatnefs we owe to Fortune, orto Fate; — 
But Wifdom only can fecure that ftate. [Ex. 
Enter Prince at one Door, and Princefs at another. 
Princefs. You're double welcom now (my 
* Lord) your coming - on 
Was fo unlookt for. 
Prince To me I’m fure it was; | 
Know’ ft thou the caufe ? for fure it was impor- 
tant, a | 
That calls me back fo fuddenly. 
| Paincefs. Tain fo ignorant, 
I knew not you were fent for. o 
Waking I know no caufe, but in my fleep 
My fancy ftill ‘prefents fuch dreams and terrors, 
As did Axdromache’s the night before 
Her Hecfor fell ; but fure ’tis more than Fancy. 
Either opr Guardian Angels, or the Gods - 
Infpire us, or fome natural inftiné& | 
Fore-tells approaching dangers... 
Prince. How does my Father? 
Princefs. Still talks and plays with Fatima, but 
hismirth ~~ | oe 
Is forc’d and ftrain’d: in his looks appears 
A wild diftracted fiercenefs;I canread  ~ 
Some dreadful purpofe in his Face ; but where 
This difmal Cloud will break, and {pend his fury, 
[dare not think: pray Heaven make falfe his 
~~ fears. | | 
Sometimes his anger breaks through all difguifes, 
And {pears not Gods, nor Men; and then he feems, . 
Jealous of ailthe World ;: fufpects, and ftarts, 
And looks behind him. Enter 


/ 3. 4 «Enter Morat, 4s iz hafle. 


— Mor. Sir, with-hazard of my Life ve veritur’d . 


To tell you, you are loft, betray’d, undone ; 
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Rouze wp your Courage,call up all yourCounfels, 
And think on all thofe ftratagems which nature. 


Keeps ready to encounter fudden dangers. | 


Prince. But pray (my Lord) by whom? for | 


_. + for what offence ? 


Mor. Is it a time for ftory; when each minute 


‘Begetsa thoufand dangers? theGods protect you. 


- [Exat. 
-Briend, a 
_ And I-can fee in his amazed look, __. a 
. Something of danger ; but in actor thought, . 4 
Inever did that thing fhould make me fear it. 
-Princefs, . Nay, good Sir, let not fo fecure:a 
Confidence a 
Betray youto yourruine. ... 0. 0: 05 
_ Prince, Prethee Woman, . 


+f 
X 4, 


Keep tothy felf thy Fears, I cannot know 


Princes, This Man was ever Honeft, and my. : 


ics 
wv & 


There is fach a thing in Nature,; I ftand fo ftrong, - 


Inclofed witha double guard of Vertue, - 
And Innocence, that I can look on dangers, : 
As he that ftands upon a Rock... | aA 


Can look onStorms and Tempetts. Fear and ouilt 


Are the fame thing;and when our actions are.not, 


Our Fears areCrimes. 2000 t 
And he deferves it lefs that guilty bears ¥. 


A punifhment, than he that guiltefs fears. [Ewe | 


- Enter Haly andTorturerse |. 
» Ha, This, is the. place appointed, affift : ne 
=e Vv , 


yi Courage! his 


‘ i ‘ 


. 


: 


This hour ends all my Fears; ‘but paufea while : 
Suppofe I fhould difcover to the Prince 
The whole Confpiracy, and fo retort it 
Upon the King ;_ it were an handfom Plot, 
But full of difficulties, and uncertain ; 
And he’s fo foo?'d with down-right honefty, 
He'll ne’er believe it; and now ’tis too late ; 
The Guards are fet, and now I hear him coming. 
Exter Prince, ftumbles at the entrance. 
_ Prince. "Tis ominous, but I will on; de- 


~ ftru€tion | | 
O’retakes as often thofe that flye , as thofe that 
boldly meet it. (you. 


Ha. By your leave Prince, your Father greets 
Prince. Unhand me Traytors. [Haly cats a 
Scarf over his Face.} 
Ha. That Title. is your own, and we are fent 
to let you know it. 
Prince. Is not that the Voice of Haly? 
Haly. 1, Vertuous Prince, I come to make you 
exercife 
One Vertue mote, your Patience. [Heat she 
Irons quickly.) 
Prince. Infolent Villain, for what Caufe? 


Ha, Only to gaze upon a while, until your © 


Eyes are out. | 3 
_ Prince, O Villain, fhall I not fee my Father, 
To ask him what’s myCrime? who my Accufers? 
Let me but try if I can wake his pity 
From his Lethargick fleep, 
Fiz. Tt muft not be, Sir. | 
Prsuce. Shall I not fee my Wife, nor bid farewek 


Oo, 


( 
‘ 
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To my dear Children ? 
Hi; Your Pray’rs are all in vain. - 
Prince. Thou fhalt have half my Empire H2/j, 
| let mebut | | 
see the Tyrant, that before my Eyes ate loft, — 
They may dart poys’nous flafhes like theBafilisk; 
And look him dead; Thefe Eyes that ftill were 
| open, — 7 
Or to fore-fee, or to prevent his dangers; 
Mutt they be clofed in Eternal Night ? 
Cannot his thirft of Blood be fatisfied | 
Withany but his own? And can his Tyranny 
Find out no other obje& but his Son? 


- Tfeek not Mercy ; tell him, Idefire 


To die at once, not to confume an Age 

In lingring Deaths. es 
Ha, Our Ears are charm’d: Away with him; 
Prince, Can ye hehold (ye Gods) a wronged 

— .. [Innocent ? | . | 

Or fleeps your Juftice, like my Fathers Mercy ? 


_ Or are you blind? as I mutt be. [Exeust. 


Aus Quartus. 
SO Enter Abdall and Morat: 


ab. I Ever fear’d the Prince’s too much great- 
nefs (near 
Would make him Iefs: the greateft heights are 
hé greateft Precipice. ae 
Mor, *Tis in Worldly accidents - 


y V2 an As 


i 
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As inthe World it felf, where things moft diftant 
Meet one another : Thus the Eaft and Weft, 
UpentheGlobe, aMathematick point «.. 
Only divides : Thus Happynefs and Mifery, 
And all extreanis are ftill contiguous. : 
— Ab.Or, if’twixt happynefs and mifery there be 
A diftance, ? tis an Aery Vacuum ; ; 
Nothing to moderate, or break the fall. 

Mor, But oh this Saint-like Devil ! a 
This damned Caliph, to make the King believe 
To kill his Son, ’s Religion. 

4b,. Poor Princes, how are they mif-led ! 
While they, whofe facred Office’tis to bring | 
Kings to obey their Gad, and Men their King ; ! 
By thefe myfterious links to fx and tye | 
Them to the Foot-ftool of the Deity; .. 
Even by thefe Men, Religion, that fhould be 
The Curb, is-made the Spur to Tyranny : 

They with their double Key of Confcience bind 
The Subjects Souls, and leave:Kings unconfin’d ;: 

While their poor Vaffals Sacrifice their blouds 
T’ Ambition; and to Avarice, their goods: 
Blind with Devotion: ‘They themfelves elteem * 
Made for themfelves, andall the world for them; 

~ While Heavens great Hees oteia for their Buide, 

appears 

Juft, or unjuft, but as it waits on ibe: 

Us’d, but to give the-Ecchq to,their Wordg, x 

Power to their wills, and edges-to their Swords. 

To varnifh all their Errors, :and fecute: -*. . 

The Ills they a, and all the World endure. 

Thus ” their Arts Kings awe the World, while 
ue yr Religion, 


=——— 
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Religion, as their Miftrefs, feem ¢ obey ; 


Yet as their Slave Command her while they feem 


To rife to Heaven, they make Heaven ftoop to 
-them.  -° 0: (bends 
Mor.-Nor is this all,. where feign’d Devotion 
The higheft things, to ferve the loweft ends : 
For if the many-headed Beaft hath broke, — 
Or fhaken from his Neck the Royal Yoke, 
With popular rage, Religion doth confpire, 
Flows into that, and {wells the Torrent higher ; 
Then Powers firft Pedigree from Force derives, © 
Andcalls to mind the old-Prerogatives | 
Of free-born Man; and with a faucy Eye 
Searches the Heart and Soul of Majefty: .. . 
Then to a ftriét account, and cenfure brings : 
The AGtions, Errors, and the-end of Kings ; 
Treads on Authority,‘and Sacred Laws ; 
Yet all for God, and his pretended Caufe, 
Acting fuch things for him, which he in them, 
And.which themfelves in others will condemn; ‘ 
And thus engag’d, nor fafely canretire, = 
Nor fafely ftand, ‘but.blindly bold afpire, (climb 
Forcing their hopes,.even through defpair, to 
To new attempts ; difdain-the prefent time, 
Grow from Difdain te Threats, from Threats te 


Arms; ~~ 5 © °% 28 
While they (though Sons of Peace) {till found 
th’ Alarms: - | - + 
Thus whether Kings.or People feek extreams, 
Still Confcience and Religion are their Themes: 
And. whatfoever change the State invades, * 
The Pulpit either forces, or perfwades, .-, 
. 4 | V 3 Others 
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Others may give the Fewel, orthe Fire; __ 
But they the Breath,that makes theFlame,infpire, 


Ab, This,and much more is true, but let nor us | 


Add toour ills, and aggravate Mistortunes 
By peffionate Complaints, nor lofe our felves, 
Becaufe we have loft him 5 forifthe Tyrant — 
Were to a Son fo noble, fo unnatural ; 
What will he be to us, who have appear’d 
_ Friends to that Son? 7 
_iicr., Well thought on, and in time 3 
Farewel unhappy Prince, while we thy Friends, 
As Scrangers to our Countrey, and our felves, 
Succi out ourSafecry, and expect with Patience 
Tseovens Juftice. act 
4b. Let’s rather a&tit, than expeét it: 
"he Prince’s injuries at our hands require 
More than our Fears, and Patience; 
His Army is not yet disbanded, 
And only wants a head ; thither we'll flye, 
And all who love the Prince, or hate the Tyrant, 
Willfollowus, = | 
Mor. Nobly refolv’d; and either we'll reftore 
The Prince, or perifh in the brave attempt. 
Ye Gods, fince what we mean to execute, 
Ts your high office (to avenge the Innocent) 
Affift us with a Fortune, equal to a 
The juftice of ourA€tion ; left the World — 
Should think it felf deluded, and miftruft 
That you want will, or power to be Juft. [Ex. 
| . Fater Haly. | 
_ Ha, *Tis done, and "twas my Mafter-piece, to 
er Nae ei a 
(eg My 


Ty ee 4, et ee OE, a ee ee ae ee eee) en A, ea 


My fafety *twixt two dangerous extreams 5 | 
Now like a skilful Sayler haveT paft 
Scylla and Charybdis, 1 have fcap’t the Rock 
Ot fteep Ambition, and the ie of Jealoufie, 
A danger lefs avoided, ’caufe lefs fear’d. 
Enter Mirvan. | | 
Mir. What’s done, my Lord ? | 
Haz, Enough, I warrant you; Imprifon’d, and 
depriv’d of fight. | 
Mor. No more? This but provokes him: can 
—. you think 


| Your felffecure, and he alive? 


Hz. The reft 0’ th’ bufinefs will do it felf; 
He can as well endure a Prifon,' as a wild Bull © 


. the Net: oS | 
There lethim ftruggle, and toy! himfelfto death, © 
And fave us fo much Envy. (juries 


Mir. But if his Father fhould relent, fuch in- 
Can receive no excufeorcolour, but tobe 
Transferr’d upon his Counfellours ; and then 


_ The forfeiture of them redeems his error. 


Hz, We mutt fet a mark upon his Paffion, 
Andas we find itrunning low, 
What ebbs from his, into our rage fhall flow. 
Why fhould we be more wicked 
Than we muft needs? - _ 
Mir. Nay, if you ftick at Confcience, (being 
More gallant Actions have been loft, for want of 
Compleatly wicked, than have been perform'd 


_ By being exaétly vertuous. °Tis hardto be. 


Exaét in Good, or excellent in Ill; 
Our will wants power, orelfe our power wants 
. > skill, (Ex V4 Enter 
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J Enter Solyman and Tormentors, * i 

Sol. But Gentlemen, wa as the King in earneft ? 

I can fcarce believe ir. 

Tor.. You will when you feel it. 

Sol. I pray, have any of be felt it, to tell me 

whatitis? = 

Tor. No, Sir, but, 

Some of your Fellow Courtiers can tell you, 
That ufe fomething like it, tomend their fhapes. 
2Twillmake you fo Rtraight and flender ! 

Sol. Slender ! becaufe I was flender i in my — 

Wits, muft I be drawn | 
Slender inmy wafte? I'd rather grow wife, 
- And corpulent, like him they call Abdomen. — 

Tor, Come Sir, ’tis but a little ftretching. 

, Sol,, No, 20 more ’s hanging ; and fure'this will 
| be the death of me: (Fits. 
remember, my: Grandmother died of Convulfion 

Jor. Come, Sir, prepare, prepare. 

Sol. I, for anather-World: I muft repent art 

Tor... Quickly then. CCourtier. 

Sal. Then firft.I repent that Sin of being a 

And fecondly, the greateft Sin one can commit 
-in that place, the fpeaking of Truth. 

Tor. Have youno more Sins? ; | 

Sol. Some few trifles morc, not worth the re- 
.. “membrmg;, o-. 0 | -. (hike: 

; Drinki and Whoring, and Sw eating, and fuch 

But Getoeie.* ’em pals. - 

Tor. Have youdonenow? | by. 

Sol. Only fome good: Countel to. the Standers 

‘Ter, We thank you for pia Site. 
Sel, 


ere we Ot, ola ails an. 
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‘Sol. Nay, Gentlemen, miftake me not ; 
i ”?Tisnot that Iloveayou, but becaufe’ tis a thing 
| of courfe 
For dying Men. . 
Tor. Let’s have | it-then. 
Sol. Firft then, if any of you are , Fools (as I 
think that (ftill 
But aneedlefs queftion) be Fools ftill, and labour 
Jn that vocation, then the worft will be but 
~ whippin 
Where, but for feeming wife, the beft i is racking. 
But ifyou have the luck to be Court-Fools, thofe 
thathave 
Fither Wit or Honefty, you may foo! withalend 
fparenot:  - 
But for thofe that want either, 
You'll find it rather dangerous than otherwit ; 
T could give you a modern 
Inftance or two, but let that pafs : but if you 
happen to be State-Fools, .then "tis: . 
‘But fooling on the right fide, and all’s well; then 
you fhallat leaft be 
Wife Mens Fellows, if not wife Mens Matters. 
. But of all things take heed. of giving any Man 
-. good counfel, . (Fool, muft 
You fee what I have got by it; and yet lle > 
I be doing on’tagain, 
Tor. Is this all? 
Sol. All, but a little in my own behalf, 
Remember, Gentlemen, . (yet 
I am at full growth, and my Joints are katt ; and 
My Sinews are not Cables. _ _ | 
ar Or. 
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Tor. Well, we'll remember’t. 
Sol, But ftay, Gentlemen, what think you of 
a Bottle now? 
Tor. [hope you are more ferious. (row is, 
Sol, If you knew but how dry a thing this for- 
Efpecially meeting with my Conftitution ; 
| which is, | | 
As thirfty as any Serving-Mans. 
Tor. Let him have it, it may be ’cwill make 
him confefs. (within me, 


. Sol, Yes, I fhall, I fhall lay before you all that’s. 


And with moft fluent utterance. | (good 
Here’sto you all Gentlemen, and let him that’s 
Natur’d in his his Drink, pledge me. [Drénks. 
So, methinks! feel.it in my Joynts already, 
It makes ’em fupple. [ Drinks again.] 
Now I feel it in my Brains, it makes’em fwim. 
oe Sir, you have no meafure of your 
ICT. , 
Sol. What do you talk of meafure, you’ll take 
Meafure of me with a vengeance ? 
Tor. Youare witty, Sir. 
Sol. Nothing but a poorclinch; _ 
J have a thoufand of them (a Trick I learn’t a- 
. mongft the Statef-men) [ Drinks again.) 
. Well Rack, Idefie thee, dothy worft; 
I would thou wer’t Man, Giant, or Monfter. 
Gentlemen, now if I happen to fall afleep 
bi ae a Engine, pray wake me not too fud- 
ely; | | 
Y6u fee here’s good ftore of Wine, andif it be 
. Over rack’r, twill come up with Lees and all; 


ae - Thee — 


a 
ean pa aime 4.4 Beat 


There I was with you again, and nowI am for 
you. | [ Exeant, 
Enter Prince, being Blind. Solus. 
Prince. Nature, | 
How didft thou mock Mankind to make him free 
And yet to make him fear ; or when he loft 
That Freedom, why did he not lofe his Fear ? 
That Fear of Fears, the Fear of what we know 
While yet we know it isin vain to fearit: (not, 
Death, and what follows Death, twas that that 
ftamp’t = | | 
A Terror on the Brow of Kings ; that gave | 
Fortune her Deity, and fove his Thunder, 
Banifh but fear of Death, thofe Giant names _ - 
Of Majefty, Power, Empire, finding nothing — 
To be their Objeét, will be nothing tao: 
Then he dares yet be free that dares to die, 
May laugh at the grim Face of Law, and {corn — 
The cruel wrinkle of a Tyrant Brow : 
. But yet to die fo tamely, | 
~ Overcome by Paffion and Misfortune, 
And ftill unconquer’d by my Foes, founds il ; 
_ Below the temper of my Spirit : SO 
Yet to embrace a Life fo poor, fo wretched, 
So fullof Deaths, argues a greater dullnefs ; 
But JT am dead ready, nor can fuffer | 
More in the other World. For what is Hell, 
But a long fleeplefs Night? And what’s their 
‘Torment, | 
But to compare paft Joys with prefent Sorrows? 
And what can Death deprive me of ? the fight 
Of Day, of Children, Friends, and hope o ree 
| n 


| \ pire ; . 
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And whatfoever others lofe in Death, ©... -~ 


Jn Life I am depriv’d of ; then I will ‘live. 

Only to die reveng’d : nor will I go. | 

Down to the Shades alone. — 

Prompt me fome witty, fome revengeful Devil, ~ 

His Devil that could make.a bloudy Feaft — ; 

Of hisown Son, and call the Gods his Guefts 5. 

Her’s that could kill her aged Sire, and caft 

Her Brothers fcatter’d Limbs to Wolves and ue 

tures ; | 

Or his that flew his Father, to enjoy” 

His Mothers Bed ;. and greater than all thot 

My Father’s Devil. 

Come Mitchief, -I embrace thee; fill my Soul: . 

And thou Revenge afcend, and bear the sa a 

O’er all my Paffions ; banifh thence 

All that are cool, and tame. = GG 

Know old Tyrant, | | 

My Heart’s too big to break, I kno’ thy Feats 

Exceed my Sufferings ; and my Revenge, _”.. . 

Though but in Hope, is mucha greater Pleafure 

Than thou can’ft take i in Punifhing, | ‘Then my. 

Anger | : 

Sink to Ri Center of my Heart, and there . ; | 
eclofein Ambufh, till my féeming Patience . 

Heth made the cruel Tyrantas fecure, 

Though with as little cau. as riow he’s Jealous, 

Who’s there ? : (Eater two or three. 

I find my Nature would return > 

To her old courfe,. Ifeelaninclination 

To fome Repole ; welcom thou pleafing Sh mber : i 

A while embrace me in thy leaden is | e 

| 7 ; A 
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Andcharm my careful thoughts: =~ 
Conduct me to my Bed. | | CEs, 


~ Enter King , Haly and Caliph. 


King. How do’s the Prince ? how bears he 

® his reftraint ?. 

Ha, Why, Sir, as all great Spirits (tience 
Bear great and fudden changes, with fuch impa- 
Asa Numidian Lyon, when firft caught, 
Endures the toy! that holds him. 

He-would think of nothing. - 

But prefent Death, and fought all violent means 
To.compafs it. But time hath mitigated 
Thofe furious heats, he now returns to food 
And fleep, admits the Converfation, 

Of thofe that are about him. 

Kgng. I would I had not. 

So eafily believ’d my fears, I was too fuddens ; 


J would it were undone. 


Cal, Ifyoulamentit, - | - (thought 
That which now looks like Juttice ; > will be : 
An inconfiderate rafhnefs. 

Kgng. But there.arein naturé 
Such ftrong returns! That J punifht = . 

I do not grieve ; but.that-he was my Son. . 

Ha. But it concerns you to bear up yourPaffion, 
And make it good; for if tlie People know, | 
That you have caufe to grieveefor what is done, - 
They'll think you had no caufe at firft to do it. 

King to the Ca. Go vifit him from me, and 

es teach. him Patience; | 


_s on Since | 
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Since neither all his Fury, nor my Sorrow 
Can help what’s paft, tell him my feverity 
To him fhall in fome meafure be requited, __ 
By my indulgence to his Children. And if he 
| defire it, 7 (take off 
Let them have accefs to him: endeavour to 
His thoughts from revenge, by telling him of 
Paradife, and I know not what Pleafures 
In the other World. a 
Cal. Ifhall, Sir. [Ex. King andCa. Ma. Haly: 
Enter Mirvan. 
Ha, Mirvan, The King relents, and now 
there’s left a 
Norefuge but the laft; he muft be Poyfoned : 
And fuddenly, left he furvive his Father. 
Mir. But handfomly , left it appear. 
Ha. Appear! . 
To whom? you know there’s none about hirti 
But fuch asI have plac’t; and they fhall fay 
*T was difcontent, or abftinence, 
_ Mir. But at the bet - 
*T will be fufpected: 
Ha, Why though ’t be known, 
We'll fay he Poyfoned himfelf 
: Mir. But the curious will pry further 
. Than bare report, and the old King’s fufpicions 
- Have piercing Eyes. 3s 
Ha, But thofe nature Oo 
Will fhortly clofe: you fee his old Difeafe 
Grow {trong upon him. _ , 
Mir, But if he fhould recover ? | | 
Fiz, But I have caft his Nativity ; he cannot, 
he myft rot. P th’ 
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I’ th’ mean time I have fo befieg’d him, 
So blockt up all the paffages, and plac’d 
So many Centinels and Guards upon him, 
That no Intelligence can be convey’d (require 
But by my Inftruments. But this bufinefs will 


More Heads and Hands than ours: Go you to 


the Prifon, — Z 


_ And bring the Keeper privately to me, 


To give him hisinftru€tions, (Ex. feveral ways. 
| Enter Prince and Caliph. | 
Cal. Sir, Tam Commanded bytheKing —— 
To vifit you. 
Prince, What, to give a period to my Life, 
And to his Fears? You’r welcom; here’s a 
. Throat, 
A Heart, or any other part, ready to let 


In Death, and receive his Commands. (of Death, 


Ca. My Lord, f amno Meffenger,nor Minifter 
Tis not my Fundton. | | 

Prince. I fhould know that Voice. 

Cal. Iam the Caliph, andamcome to tell you; 

your Father 7 

Is now return’d to himfelf: Nature ha’s got 
The Viétory o’er Paffion, all his rigour 
Is turn’d to Grief and Pity. 

Prince, Alas good Man! 
I pity him, and his infirmities ; : 
His Doubts, and Fears, andsaccidents of Age, 
Which firft provok’d his Cruelty. 

Cs. He bid me tellyou, a 
His love to yours fhould amply recompence © 
His Cruelty to you: And I dare fay *tis real; 
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_ For all his Thoughts, his Pleafures, and Delights. : 
Are fixt on Fatyma: when he is fad, 
Shecomforts him; when Sick,fhe’s his Phyfician. 
And were it not for the delight. he takes 
In her, I think he’d die with Sorrow. ( firangele. 
. Prince, But how, are his affections fixt fo 
On her alone? fure ’tis not in his Nature ; 
For then he had lov’d me, or hated her, 
Becaufe fhe came from me. 
Ca. ’Tis her. defert, 
She’s fair beyond compartfon, and witty 
Above her Age; and bears a Manly Spirit ca 
Above her Sex. _ a 
Prince, But.may not admire her ? 
Is that too great a happinefs? pray let her makeit 
Her next Suit tobe. permitted to vifit me her fel’ 
Ca. She fhall, Sir :. I joy to fee your mind — 
So well compos'd 5 5 I tear’d, I fhould have found 
A Tempeft in your Soul, and came to ss if,” 
PiltotheKing; . . . 
I know to. him that News will be 
Moft acceptable. 


Prince. Pray do, and tell him os 7 ae 


T have caft of all my Paffions, and am now 


A Man again; fit for oes A se ae 


And Converfation. 


Ca. I will, Sir. a ae Exit... | 


Priace: Lnever knew my felf till now 3. chow or on, 
the fudden , 
1’m grown an excellent Diffembler, to diode * : 
One at the firft, that has practis’d it all his Life: 
So now Tam my felf again, what is’t: 
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I feel within? Methinks fome vatt defign 

Now takes poffeffion of my heart, and {wells 

My labouring thoughts above the common 
bounds ; | 

Of humane A€tions, fomething full of horror 

My Soul hath now decreed, my Heart does beat, 

As if *twere forging Thunder-bolts for ‘fove, 

To ftrike the Tyrant dead : So now, I have it, 

I have it, ’tisa gallant mifchief, 

Worthy my Father, or my Father’s Son. 

All iis delight’s in Fatyma, poor Innocent ! 

But not more innocent than, and yet 

My Father loves thee , and that’s crime enough. 

By this At, old Tyrant, | 

I fhall be quit with thee: while I was Virtuous, 

T was a Stranger to thy blood, but now 

Sure thou wilt love me for this horrid Crime, 

~ Itis fd like thy own. In this I’m fure, 

Although in nothing elfe, Iam thy Son: | 

But when’tis done, I leave him yet that remedy 

Itake my felf, Revenge; but I as well 

Will tob him of his’Anger, as his Joy; 

And having fent her to the fhades, 

Tl follow her. | 

But toreturn again, dnddwell 

In his dire thoughts, for there’s the blacker Hell. 


Enter Meffenger. - | 
Meff. Sir, your Wife the Princefs is come td 
vilit you. (again. 


Prince, Conduct her in; now to my difguife 

Enter Princefss 

Prince/s, Is this my Lord the Priice ? 
xX ; 


y. 
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Prince. That’s Erythea; a 
Or fome Angel, Voyce’t likeher. °Tis fhe, [my 
{trugling Soul | : 
Would fain go out to meet and welcom her. 
| Erythaa !. 
No Anfwer but in fighs (dear Erythea ?)’ 
Thou cam’ft to comfort,to fupport my fufferings, 
Not to opprefs me with a greater weight, 
To fee that my unhappinefs | 
Involves thee to. | (your glories, 
Princefs. My Lord, in all your triumphs and 
You call’d me into all your Joys, and gave me 
An equal fhare, and in this depth of mifery 
Can I be unconcern’d? you needs muft know, 
You needs muft hope I cannot; or which 1s 
worfe 
You mutt fufpecét my love: for what is love 
But Sympathy? And this I make my happinefs, 
Since both cannot be happy, | 
That we can both be miferable. | 
Prince. 1 prethee donot fay thou lov’ft me ; 
- For love, or finds out equals, or makes’em fo : 
But I am fo caft down, and fallen fo low, 
I cannot rife tothee, and dare not wifh — 
Thou fhould’tt defcend to me; but call it pity, 
And I will own it then, that Kings may give _ 
To Beggars, and not leflen their own greatnefs. 
_ Princes. ‘Till now I thought Virtue had-ftood 
_ above > | 
The reach of Fortune; but if Virtue be not, 
Yet Love’s a. greater Deity : whatever Fortune ~ 
Can give or take, Love wants not, or defpifes ; 
: bd 
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Or by his own Omnipotence fupplies : 
Then like a God with joy beholds 
The Beauty of his own Creations. 
Thus what we Form and Image to our fancies, 
We really poffefs. | | 
Priace. But can thy imagination 
Delude it felf, to fix upon an object | 
So loft in Miferies, fo old inSorrows 3 | 
Palenefs atid Death hang on my Cheek, and 
darknefs ‘ ‘(was 
Dwells in my Eyes ; more chang’d from what I 
In Perfon than in Forturie. | 
Princefs. Yet ftillthe fame to me: 
Alas my Lord , thefe outward Beauties are but 
the Props and Scaffolds (perfect, 
On which we built our love, which now made 
Stands without thofe fupports : nor is my flame 
So eartliy 4s to need the dull material Fuel 
Of Eyes, or Lips, or Cheeks, ftill to be kindled, 
And blown by Appetite, or elfe t’ expire: 
- My Firesare purer, and like thofe of Heaven, 
Fed only, and contented with themteives, | 
Need nothing from without. (fortune, 
Prince. But the difgrace that waits upon mif- 
The meer reproach,the fhame of being miferable, 
Expofes Men to Scorn and bafe Contempr, 
Even from their aeareft Friends, | 
Princefs, Love is fo far from fcorning mifery, 
That he delights in’t, and is fo kindly cruel, 
Sometimes to wifh it, that he may be alone; - 
Initead of all, of Fortunes , Honours, Friends, 
which are | | 
a X 2 But 
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But meer diverfions from Loves proper obyeXt, 
Which only is it felf. 

Priace. Thou haft almoft 
Taught me tolovemy Miferies, and forgive 
All my Misfortunes. Ill at leaft forget ’em ; 
We will revive thofe times, and in our Memories © 
Preferve, and ftill keep frefh (like Flowers in 

Water) | | 
Thofe happier days: when at our Eyes our Souls 
- Kindled their mutual Fires, their equal Beams 
Shot and returned, till linkt, and twin’d in one, 
They Chain’d our Hearts together. (begin 

Princefs, And wasitjuft, that Fortune fhould 
Her Tyranny, where we began our loves? 

No, if it had, why was not I blind too ? 
I’m fure if weeping could have don’t, [had been. 

Prince. Think not that 1 am blind, but think i¢ 

Night, — - 
A feafon for cur Loves, and which to Lovers 
Ne’er feems too long; and think ofall our miferies, 
But as fome melancholy Dream which has 
awak’t us, | 
To the renewing of our Joys. 
-Princefs. My Lord, this is a temper 

Worthy the old Philofophers. 

Prince. 1 but repeat that Leffon | 
Which I have learnt from thee. All this morality 
Thy love hath taught me. en 

Princefs. My Lord , you wrong your Virtue, 
T’ afcribe the effect of that toany caufe - 3 
Lefs noble than ic felf- 2 
Prince. And you yout loves | 
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To think it is lefs noble, or lefs powerful, . 
Than any the beft Virtue: and I fear thy love: 
Will wrong it felf: fo long a ftay will make 
The jealous King fufpect we have been plotting: 


‘How do the pledges of our former love ; 
Our Children ? 


_Priucefs. Both happy in their Grandfires love, 
efpecially | | 


The pretty Fatymwa; yet fhe 
According to her apprehenfion feels 


A fenfe of your Misfortunes. 
Prince. But let her not too much exprefs it, 


Left fhe provoke his fury. © 


Princefs. She only can allay it 
When ’tis provok’t ;’ fhe ! 
Plays with his rage, and gets above his anger ; . 
As you have feen a little Boat | 
To mount and dance upon the Wave, that 
threatens 


To overwhelm it. | 


Prince. To threaten is to fave, but his anger. 
Strikes us like thunder, where the blow out-fites © 
The loud report, and even prevents Mens fears. 

_ Princefs. But then like thunder 
It rends a Cedar, or an Qak, or finds = (dren 
Some {trong refifting matter;. Women and Chil- _ 
Are not Subjects worthy a Prince’s anger. | 
Prince. Whatfoever 


Is worthy of their love is worth their anger. 


Princes. Love’s a more natural motion ; they 
are angry : 
As Princes, but love as Men. 
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Prince. Once more I beg, 
Make not thy love thy danger. (lingnefs 
Princefs. My Lord, 1 fee with what unwil- 
You lay upon me this Command, and through 


your fears 
Difcern your love, and therefore muft obey 
you. : — LExat. 


Prince. Farewel my deareft Erythea. 
There’s a ftrange Mufick in her Voice, the {tory 
Of Orpheus, which appears fo bolda Fiétion, 
Was Prophecy’d of thee; thy Voice has tam’d 
‘The Tygers and the Lyons of my Soul. 

Enter Meflenger. 
Meff. Sir, your Daughter Fatyma, 
Prince. Conduft herin; how ftrangely am T © 
tempted | 
With opportunity, which like a fudden guft 
Hath {well’d my calmer thoughts into a tempeft? 
Accurfed Opportunity ! a 
The Midwife and the Bawd to all our Vices, 
That work’ft our Thoughts into Defires, Defires _ 
To Refolutions; thofe being ripe, and quickied, 
Thou giv’it’em birth, and bring’ft em forth to 
action. : 
Enter Fat. and Meffenger. 

Prince. Leave us, O Opportunity ! 
That when my dire and bloody Refolutions, 
Like fick and froward Children 
Were rockt afleep by Reafon or Religicn, | 
Thou like a violent noife cam*ft rufhing in, | 
And malk’ft ’em wake and ftart to new un- 
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Come hither, pretty Fatymz, | 
Thy Grandfire’s Darling, fit upon my Knee : 
He loves thee dearly. | 

Fat, I, Father, for your fake. | 

Prince. And for his fake I fhall requite it. 
O Virtue, Virtue, 
Where art thou fled ? thou art myReafon’sFriend; 
But that, like a depofed Prince, has yielded | 


‘His Scepter to his bafe ufurping Vaffals ; 
And like a Traytor to himfelf; takes pleafure _ 


In ferving them. 
Fat. But Father, 

I defir’d him that you might have liberty,and that 

He would give you your Hyes again. 

Prince. Pretty Innocence ! 

*Tis not ith’ Art, nor Power of Man to do ig. 
Fat. Muft you never fee again then, Father ? 
Prince. No, not without a Miracle. | 
Fat. Why Father, I can fee with one Eye, 

Pray take one ‘ 

Of mine. | 
Prince. 1 would her innocent prate could 

avercome me : 


O what a Confli& do I feel! how am I. 


Toft like a Ship ’cwixt two encountring Tides ! 
Love that was banifht hence, would fain return _ 
And force an entrance, but Revenge . 
(That’s now the Porter of my Soul) is deaf, _ 
Deaf as the Adder, and as fullofPoyfon. 
Mighty Revenge ! that finglecanft o’erthrow 
All thofe joynt Powers, which Nature, Vertue, 
Honour, Sk 
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Can raife againft thee. | 
Fat. What do you feek for , your Handker- 
chief? pray ufe mine; 
To drink the bloudy moifture from your Eyes ; 
V'll fhew’t my Grandfather, 
T know ’cwill make him weep. 
Why do you fhake Father? . 
Juft fo my Grandfire trembled at the iaftant 
Your fight was ta’ne away. | 
Prince. And upon the like occafion. 
Fat. O Father, what means the Naked Knife? 
Prince, *Tis to requite thyGrandfire’s love. 
Prepare | 
To meet thy Death. 
Fat, O, "tis I, tis I, 
Your Daughter Fatyma ! 
- Princé. I therefore do it. | 
Fat. Alas, was this the Bleffing my Mother 
- fent me to receive ? (thing in that 
__ Prince. Thy Mother! Erythea! There’s fome- 
That fhakes my Refolution. | 
Poor Erythea, how wretched fhall I make thee, 
To rob thee of a Husband and a Child? 
But which is worfe,that firft I fool’d and won thee 
Toa belief that afl was well ; and yet 
Shall T forbear a Crime for love of thee, | 
And not for love of Virtue? But what’s Virtue? 
A meer imaginary found, a thing 
Of {peculation; which to my dark Soul, 
Depriv’d of reafon, is as indifcernable 
As Colours to my Body, wanting fight. 
Then being left to fenfe , I muft be guided 
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By fomething that my fenfe grafps and takes 
| hold of ; | , 
On then my love, and fear not to encounter 
That Giant, my revenge (alas poor Fatyma) 
My Father loves thee, fo do’s Erythea: 
Whether fhall I by juftly plaguing 
Him whom [I hate, be more unjuftly cruel 
To her I love? Or being kind to her, 
Be cruel to my felf, and leave unfatisfied 
My Anger and Revenge ? but Love, thou art 
The nobler Paffion, and to thee I Sacrifice 
All my ungentle thoughts. Fatyme forgive me, 
And feal it witha Kifs: What is’t I feel : 
The Spirit of Revenge re-inforcing 
New Arguments. Fly Fatyma, —_ (mifchief, 
Fly while thou may’ft, nor tempt me to new 
By giving means to act it; to this ill | 
My Will leads not my Power, but Power my 


Will. | [ Ex. Fat. 
O what a Tempeft have I fcap’t, thanks to 

Heaven, | 
And Erythea’s Love! 


No: *twas a poor, a low revenge, unworthy 
My Virtues, or my Injuries, and 

Asnow my Fame, fo then my infamy, | 
Would blot out his ; And Tinftead of his Empire, 
Shall only be the Heir of all his Curfes. 

No: Pll be ftill my felf, and carry with me 
My Innocence to th’ other World, and leave 
My Fame to this : ’twill be a brave Revenge 

To raife my Mind to a conftancy, fo high, 
That may look down upon his threats, my 
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Shall mock his Fury : nor fhall he be fo happy 
To make me miferable : and my fufferings fhall 
Erect a prouder Trophy tomy Name, 

Than all my profperous aCtions: Every Pilot 
Can fteer the Ship in Calms, but he performs 
The skilful parr, can manage it in ftorms. [Ex. 


Actus Quintus. 


Enter Prince. 


Prince. WF Happinefs be a fubftantial good, 
Not fram’d of accidents, nor fub- 
ject to ’em, 
J err’d to feek it in a blind revenge, 
Or think it loft in lofs of fight, or Empire ; 
tS fomething fure within us, not fubjeéted 
To fenfe of fight, only to be.difcern’d 
By Reafon, my Soul’s Eye, and that ftill fees 
Clearly, and clearer for the want of thefe; 


For gazing through thefe Windows of the body, 


' It met fuch feveral, fuch diftracting objets ; 


But row confin’d within it felf, it fees (covers. 


A ftrange, and unknown World, and there dif- 
Torrents of Anger, Mountains of Ambition; 
Gulfs of Defire,and Towers of Hope,huge Giants, 
Monfters, and favage Beafts; to vanquifh thefe, 
Will bea braver Conqueft than the old 
Or the new World. 
O happinefs of Blindnefs! now no Beauty © 
Inflames my Luft. ao orbersgood, my Envy, 
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Or Mifery, my Pity: no Man’s Wealth 
Draws my Refpeét, nor Poverty my Scorn ; 
Yet ftill I feeenough. Man to himfelf 


Isa large Profpeét, rais’d above the level 


Of his low creeping Thoughts ; if then I have 
A World within my felf, that World fhall be 


‘My Empire; there I'll Reign, commanding 


freely, 
And willingly obey’d, fecure from Fear 
Of Foreign Forces, or Domeftick Treafons, 
And hold a Monarchy more free, more abfolute 


‘Than in my Father’s Seat ; and looking down 
> With Scorn or Pity, on the flippery State 


Of Kings, will tread upon the Neck of Fate. [Ex. 
Enter Bafhaws difenisd, with Haly. 

1 Bafb. Sir, ’tis of near concernment, and im-. 
orts 7 : 
han the King’s Life and Honour. 

Ha, May not I knowit? | 

Bafb. You may, Sir. But in his Prefence we 

are {worn | 
T’ impart it firft to him. 
Ha. Our Perfian State defcends not 


~ To Interviews with Strangers: but from whence 
- Comes this Difcovery, or you thatbringit? 


2 Bafb. Weare, Sir, of Natolia. 
_ Ha, Natolia! Heard you nothing 


Of two Villains that lately fled from hence ? 


1 Bafb. The Bafbaws, Sir? 

Ha, The fame. 7 

2 Bab. They are nearer than you think for. - 
Ha, Where? 


is 6 re 


66 The SOPH Y. 


1 Bafb. In Perfia. | 
Ha, In Arms again to tempt another Slavery ? 
2 Bafb. No, Sir, they made fome weak at- 
tempts, prefuming on 
The reputation of their former Greatnefs : 
But having loft their Fame and Fortunes, 
?Tis no wonder they loft their Friends; now 
hopelefs and forlorn ({curely, 
They are return’d, and fomewhere live ob- 
To expeét a change in Perfia; nor wil’t be hard 
To find ’em. | 
Ha. Do’t, and name your own Rewards, | 
2 Bafb. We dare do nothing ’till we have feen 
. the King, 
And then you fhall command us. 
Ha. Well, though ’tis not ufual, 
Ye fhall have free accefs. [Exit Haly. 
Enter King and Haly. | 
1 Bab. Sir, there were two Tarki(b Prifoners ' 
lately fled 
From hence for a fuppos’d Confpiracy 
Between the Prince and them. 
King. Where are the Villains ? 
1 Bafo. This isthe Villain, Sir; They pallof | 
And we the wrongfully accus’d: their difeuifes. 
You gave Life, Sir, 
And we took it 
Asa free noble Gift; but when we heard | 


? Twas valued at the Price of your Son’s Honour, 
‘We came to give it back, asa poor trifle, 

Priz’d at a rate too high. 

«King. Hal, 
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T cannot think my Favours plac’d fo ill, | 


To be fo ill requited ; yet their Confidence 
Has fomething in’t that looks like Innocence. 
Ha. Afide. 1s°t come tothat ? then to my laft 
and fureft refuge. 3 | 
Kjng. Sure if the Guilt were theirs, they could 
not charge thee | | | 
With fuch a gallant Boldnefs: if twere thine, 
Thou could’ not hear’t with fuch a fifent Scorn ; 
IT am amaz'd. 3 
_ Ha, Sir, perplex your Thoughts no farther, 
_ They have Truth to make ’em bold ; 
_ And I have Power to fcorn it : "twas I Sir, 
That betray’d him, and you, and them. . 
King. Is this Impudence, or Madnefs ? 
Ha, Neither: . | | 
A very fober, and fad Truth——to you, Sir. 
Kgag. A Guard there. 
Exter Mirvan, ard others. 
Kgng. Seize him. 
Ha. Seize them; now | 
Though ’tis too late to learn, yet know 
*Gainft you are King again, what ’tis to let your 
- Subjects 
,  Difpofe all Offices of Truft and Power: 
- ‘The Beaft obeys his Keeper, and looks up, 
Not to his Mafters, but his Feeders Hand ; 
And when you gave me Power to difpenfe 
And make your Favours mine, in the fame Hour 
You made your felfmy fhadow: and ’twas my 
Courtefie 7 | 
To let you Live, and Reign fo long. » 
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Kgng. Without there ! 

Enter two or three, and eer with the others. 
What rione but Traytors ? Has this Villain 
Breath’d Treafon intoall, and with that Breath, 
Like a contagious Vapour, bla{ted Loyalty ? 
Sure Hell ic felf hath fent forth all her Furies, 

T’ inhabit and poffefs this place. 
Ha, Sir, Paffions without Power, 
Like Seas againft a Rock, but lofe their Fury. 
Mirvan, take thefe Villains, and fee’em ftrangled. 
1 Bajb. Farewel, Sir, commend us to your 
Son, let him know, 
That fince we cannot die his Servants, 
— We'll die his Martyrs. 7 
_ King. Farewel, unhappy Friends, 
A long Farewel, and may you find Rewards 
Great as your Innocence ; of which ts more, 
Great as your Wrongs. 
2 Bafb. Come, thou art troubled, 
Thou doft not fear-to die ? 
_ 3 Bab. No, but to lofe my Death, 
To fell my Life fo cheap, while this proud Villais 
That takes it muft furvive. | | 
2 Bab. We fhall not lofe our Deaths, 
If Heaven-can hear the Cries of guiltlefs Blood, 
Which it fure muft; for I haveheard th’ are loud 


- . ones: | 
Vengeance fhall overtake thee, 

Ha. Away with ’em. | 

King, Stay, Haly, they are Innocent ; yet Life 


when "tis thy Gift, - 
Is worfe thanDeath, 1 difdain toask it. 
| | I 7 F 
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1 Bafb. And we totake it. 
Ha. Do not ask it, Sir, | 
For them to whom you owe your Ruin, they 
have undone you; (cure, 
Had not they told you this, you had liv’d {e- 
And happy in your Ignorance 3 but this injury, 
Since ’tis not in your Nature to forgive it, — 
I mutt not leave it in your Power to punifh it. | 
King. Heaven, though from thee Ihave de- 
ferv’d this Plague, | 
Be thou my Judge and Witnefs, from this Villain, 
Tis undeferv’d. 7 
Had I but felt your Vengeance from fome hand 
That firft had fuffer’d mine, it had been Juttice : 
But have you fent this fad return of all | 
My Love, my Truft, my Favours? 
Ha, Sir, there’sa greatrefemblance _ 
Between your Favours, and my Injuries ; 
‘Thofe are too great to be requited, thefe 
Too great to be forgiven : and therefore - 
*Tis but in vain to mention either. | 
King. Mirza, Mirza, 
How art thou loft by my deceiv’d Credulity ? 
I'l] beg thy Pardon. | 
_ Ha. Stay, Sir, not without my leave: 
Go fome of you, and let the People know 


' The King keeps State, and will not come in Pub- 


lick: : 8 
If any great Affairs, or State Addreffes, 
Bring ’em to me. 
Keng. How have I taught the Villain 
Toad my part? but oh, my Son, my Son, 
Shall T not fee thee? .. 


A, 


( 


- Ha. For once you fhall, Sir, 
But you muft grant me one thing. 
Kgag. Traytor, doft thou mock my Miferies ? 
What can I give but this unhappy Life ? 
Ha. Alas! Sir, itisbut that Lask, and’tis my 
Modefty — | 
To ask it, it being in my Power to take it: 
When you fhallfee him, Sir, todie for Pity, — 
"Twere fuch a thing, *twould fo deceive the 
| — World, | (natur’d 3 
And make the People think you were good 
*T will look fo well inStory, and become 
The Stage fohandfomly, —_e 
_ King. Vine’er deny’d thee any thing, and fhall 
not now 24 3 _ 
Deny thee this, though I could ftand upright | 
Under the Tyranny of Age and Fortune ; 
Yet the fad weight of fuch Ingratitude 
Willcrufh meintoEHarth ==, 
Ha. Lofe not your Tears, but keep 
Your Lamentations for your Son, or Sins ; 
For both deferve "em: but you muft makc 
| hafte, Sir, OS 7 
Or he'll not ftay yourcoming. _ __He looks upon 
Tis now about the Hour the Poyfon 4Watch. 
Muft take effect. a 
King. Poyfon’d ? oh Heaven! Cof us 
Hs. Nay, Sir, lofe no time in Wonder, both 
Have muchto do; if you will fee your Son, _ 
Here’s one fhallbring you to him. [Exit Keng. 
Some unskilful Pilot had fhipwrackt here; 
But I not only againft fure iad 
| Ag 


‘ 
> 
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And likely Ills have made my felf fecure: 
But fo confirm’d, and fortify’d my State, 
To fet it fafe above the reachof Fate. [Exst Haly. 
Enter Prince led, Servant at the-other Deoy, 
— Princefs asd Softy. 4 
Serv. Sir, the Princefs and your Son. | 
Prince. Soffy, thou com’f{t to wonder at 
Thy wretched Father: why doftthou interrupt — 
Thy Happinefs, by looking onan Objet 
So miferable ? | 
Princefs. My Lord, methinks there is not in 
your Voice | ‘ 
The Vigour that was wont, nor in your look 
The wonted Chearfulnefs. Are you well my 
Lord? : [coming 
Prince. No: but I fhall be. I feel my Healtha 
Prince/s. What’s your Difeafe, my Lord? _ 
Prince. Nothing, but I have tane a Cordial, - 
Sent by the King or Ha/y, in requital | 
Of all my Miferies, to make me happy : 
The Pillars of this Frame grow weak, 
As if the weight of many Years opprefs ’em ; 
My Sinews flacken, and an Icy ftiffnefs 
Benums my Blood. 
Princefs. Alas, I fear he’s Poyfon’d : 
Call all the help that Art, or Herbs, or Minerals 
Can minifter. | | 
Prince. No, °tis too late: 
And they that gave me this, are too well prattis’d - 
In fuch an Art, to attempt and not perform. 
Princefs. Yet try my Lord, revive your 
Thoughts, the — 


| Pxnetts 


1% Th SOPH ¥. 
Expeéts you, your Father’s dying. 
Prince. So when the Ship is finking, 
‘The Winds that wrackt it ceafe. 
Princefs, Will you be the fcorn of Fortune, 
To come neara Crown, and only nearit? _ 
- Prince, I am not Fortune’s Scorn, but fhe is 


mine, 
More blind than I. | 
 Princefs. O tyranny of Fate! to bring 
Death in one hand, and Empire in the other ; 
Only to fhew us happinefs, and then 
To {natch us from it. 
Prince. They {natch me to it ; 
My Soul is on her Journey, do not now 
Divert, or lead her back, to lofe her felf: 
{’ th’ amaze; and winding Labyrinths o° th’ 
World: an | 
I prethee do not weep, thy Love is that 
I St with moft unwillingly, or otherwife 
J had not ftaid till rude neceflity 
Had fore’d me hence. 
Soffy, be not a Man too foon, | 
And when thou art, take heed of too much 
Vertue; | 
Te was thy Father’s, and his only Crime, 
*f will make the King fufpicious; yet e’er time, 
By Natures Courfe has ripened thee to Man | 
’Pwill mellow him to Duft; till then forget 
T was thy Father, yet forget it not, 
My great Example fhall excite thy Thoughts 
‘To noble AGtions. And you dear Erythez, 
{sive not your Paffions vent; nor let blind Fury 


ye | 


{ 


; on = 
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Precipitate your Thoughts, nor fet.’em working, 
Till time fhall lend ’em better Means and Inftru- 
_ ments 7 | 
Than loft Complaints. Where’s pretty Fatyma? 
She muft forgive my rafh ungentle Paffion. 
Princefs. What do you mean, Sir? 
Prince. Yam afham’d to tell you, 
Iprethee call her. | 
Princefs. I will, Sir, I pray try 
If Sleep willeafe your Torments, and repair 
Your wafted Spirits. | | 
Prince. Sleep to thofe empty Lids 
Is grown a Stranger, and the Day and Night 
As undiftinguifht by my Sleep, as Sight. | 
O happinefs of Poverty / that refts 


- Securely on a Bed of living Turf, (Thoughts 


While we with. waking Cares and - reftlefs 


Lye tumbling on our Down, courting the blefling 


Of a fhort Minutes Slumber, which the Plough- 

man _ : | 
Shakes from him, asaranfom’d Slave his Fetters : 
Call in fome Mufick, I have heard foft Airs 


; Can charm our Senfes, and expel our Cares. 


Is Erythea gone? 
Serv. Yes, Sir. 7 
Prince. Tis well: 


" Twould not have her prefent.at my Death, 


Enter Mafick. , 3 
Moree the bumble God, that dwells 
In Cottages and Smoaky Cells, 
. Hates gilded Roofs and Beds of Down; 
And though be fears no Prince’s Frown, 
« Flies fromthe circle of aCrown, Y2 Come, 
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_ Come, I fay, thou powerful-God, 
And thy Leaden charming Rod, 
Dipt in the Lethean Lake, 
O’er his wakejul Temples fbake, 
Left be fhould Sleep and never wake. 


Natare (alas) why art thou fo 
Obliged to thy greateft Foe? 
Sleep that is thy beft repaft, 
Yet of Death it bears aT afte, - 7 
— And both are the fame thing at laft. 


Serv. So now he fleeps, let’s leave him 
To his repofe, | | | 
Enter King. | 
King. The Horror of this place prefents 
The Horror of my Crimes, I fain would ask _ 
What Iam loth to hear, but Iam well prepar'd: | 
They that are paft all hope of good, are paitt 
All fear of Ill: and yet if he be dead, 
Speak foftly or uncertainly. 
Phy. Sir, he fleeps. | - 
King. Othat’s too plain, I know thou mean’tt 
his laft, . : 
His long, his endlefs fleep. | 
Phy. No, Sir, he lives: but vet : 
I fear the Sleep you fpeak of will be his next: 
For Nature like a weak and weary Traveller, 
Tir’d with a tedious and rugged way, | 
Not by.defire provok’t, but ev’n betray’d ! 
By wearinefs and want of Spirits, : 
Gives up her felf to this unwilling flumber. _ 


King : 
| j 
( 


f | 
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King. Thou haft it, Healy, “tis indeed a fa 
And fober Truth, though the firft : 
And only Truth thouevertold’ftme: 
And ’tis a fatal fign, when Kings hear Truth, 
Efpecially when Flatterers dare fpeak it. 
Prince. I thought I heard my Father, does he 
think the Poyfon 
Too flow, and comes to fee the Operation ? 
| [Prince awakes, 
Or does he think his Engine dull, or honeft ? 
Lefs apt to execute, thanhe-to bid him: — 
He needs not, ’tis enough, it will fucceed 
To his expe€tation. | 
Kjng. ’Tis indeed thy Father, . | 
Thy wretched Father ; bie fo far from a€ting 


‘New Cruelties, that if thofe already patft, 
-Acknowledg’d and repented of, can yet 


Receive a Pardon, by thofe mutual Bonds | 
Nature has feal’d between us, which though I. 
Have cancell’d, thou haft {till preferv’d inviolate ; 
Tbegthy Pardon. yj. | 
Prince. Death init felf appears 
Lovely and {weet, not only tobe pardoned, 
But wifht for, had it.come from any other hand, 
But froma Father; a Father, 
A name fo fullof Life, of Love, of Pity: 
Death from a Father’s Hand, from whom I firft 
Receiv’d a Being, tis a prepofterous Gift, 
An A& at which inverted Nature ftarts 
And blufhes to behold her felf fo cruel. _ | 
— Kgng. Takethou that Comfort with thee, and 
benotdeaftoTruth: — _ 
| Y 3 By 


96 The SOPHY. 

By all that’s Holy, by the dying accents 

Of thine, and my laft Breath, I never meant, 

I never wifht it: Sorrow has fo over-fraught | 
This finking Barque, I fhall not live to fhew 
How I abhor, or how I would repent — 

My firft rafh Crime; but he that now (fie, 
Has poyfon’d thee,firft poyfon’d me with fealou- 
A foolifh cauflefs Jealoufie. : | 

Prince. Since you believe my Innocence, 
¥ cannot but believe your Sorrow : 

But does the Villain live? A juft Revenge 
Would more become the forrows of a King, 
Than womanifh Complaints. 

King. O Mirza, Mirza! | 
{ have no more the Power to doit, 

Than thou to fee it done: My Empire Mirza, 
My Empire’s loft: thy Vertue was the Rock 
On which it firmly ftood, that being undermin’d, 
It funk with its own weight ; the Villain whom 
| my Breath created, 

Now braves it in my Throne. 

Prince. O for an hour of Life; but twill not be: 
Revenge and Juftice we muft leave to Heaven. 
¥ would fay more, but Death hath taken in the 

Outworks, 
And now affails the Fort ; I feel; I feel him 
Gnawing my Heart-ftrings: Farewel, and yet I 


would—— [ Dies. 
King. O ftay, ftay but a while, and take me 
with thee ; | (wert 


Come Death, fet me embrace thee, thou that 
The worft of all my Fears, art now the beft 
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‘OF all iny Hopes. But Fate, why haft- thou 
- added . | 
This Gurfe to all the reft? the love of Life; 


Welove it, and yet hate it;, Death we loath, 
And ftill defire ; flie toit, and yet fear it. 

| Eater Princes azd Softy. 
_ Princefs. He’s gotte,. he’s gone for ever: 
O that the Poyfon had miftaken his, 
And met this hated Life; butcruel Fate 
Envied fo great a Happihefs: Fate that ftill 
Flies from tlie Wretched, and purfues the Bleft: 
Ye Heavens! But why fhould I complain to them 
That hear me not;. or bow to thofe that hate me ? 
Why fhould your Curfes fo outweigh your 
Bleflings | 7 
They come but fingle, and long expe¢tation 
‘Takes from their Value: but thefe. fall upon us 
Double and fudden. _ Sees the King: 
Yet more of Horror, then farewel my Tears, 
And my juft Anger be ho more confin’d | | 
To vain Complaints, or felf-devouring filence ; 
But break, break forth upon him like a Deluge; 
And the great Spirit of my. injur’d Lord © 
Poflefs me,. and infpire me with a Rage: — 


- Great asthy Wrongs, and let me-call together 


All my Souls Powers,: to throw a Curfe upén him 

BlackashisCrimes. =  — . 

_ Kgag. O fpare your Anger, ’tis loft ;. 

For he whom thou accufeft has already. — 

Condemn’d himéfelf, and is as miferable 

As thou canft think; or with him ; {pit upon m6; 

Caft all Reptoaches.on-me;, Womais Wit 
as Y¥4 so Or 
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Or Malice can invent, Pll thank thee for them + 
Whate’er can give mea more lively Senfe 
Of my own Crimes, that fo I may repent ’em. 
Princes. O cruel Tyrant! couldft thou be fo 
barbarous 

ToaSon as Noble as thy felf art Vile ? 
That knew no other Crime but too much Vertue ; 
Nor could deferve fo great a Punifhment 
For any Fault, but thathe wasthySon? _ 
Now not content to exceed all other Tyrants, | 
Exceed’ft thy felf: firft robbing him of Sight, 
- Then feeming by a fain’d and forc’d Repentance, 

To expiate that Crime, didft win him to 
A falfe fecurity, and now by Poyfon 
Haft rob’d him of his Life. 

King. Were but my Soul as pure 
From other Guilts as that, Heaven did not hold 
One moreimmaculate. Yet what I havedone, » 
He dying did forgive me, and hadft thou been 

prefent, — CHappy, 

Thou wouldft have done the fame: for thou art 
Compar’d tome; Iam not only miferable, 
But Wicked too; thy Miferies may find 


Pity, and Help from others; but mine make me | 


The Scorn, and the Reproach of all the World ; 

Thou, like unhappy Merchants, whofe Adven- 
tures | | | 

Are dafhton Rocks, or fwallowed up in Storms, 

Ow’ fl all thy Ioffes to the Fates: butI - 

Like waftful Prodigals, have caft away 

My Happinefs, and with itall Mens Pity : 

Thou feeft how-Weak and Wretched Guilt can 

_~. make, | Even 
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Even Kings themfelves, when a weak Womans 
Anger | ae 
Can mafter mine. - 
Princefs. And your Sorrow | 
As much o’ercomes my Anger, and turns into 
melting Pity. (band ; 
Kjng. Pity not me, nor yet deplore your Huf- 
But feek the fafety of your Son, his Innocence 
Will be too weak a Guard, when nor my great- 
ne{s, | 
Nor vet his Father’s Vertues could proteét us. 
Go on, my Boy, the juft Revenge of all To Soffy. 
Our Wrongs I recommend to thee and Heaven; ~ 
I feel my Weaknefs growing ftrong upon me: 
oo Ex. Princefs and Softy. 
Death thou art he that wilt not flatter Princes. 
That ftoops not to Authority, nor gives 
A {pecious name to Tyranny ; but fhews 
Our Actions in their own deformed likenefs. 
Now all thofe Cruelties which I have acted, 
To make me great, or Glorious, or fecure  ” 
Look like the hated Crimes of other Men. 
a Enter Phyfician. 
King. O fave me, fave me! who are thofe that 
_ | ftand, | 
And feem to threaten me? | 
Ply. There’s no body, ’tis nothing 
But fome fearful Dream. 3 | 
Kgng. Yes, that’s my Brother’s Ghoft, whofe 
' birth-right ftood . Lo 
*T wixt me and Empire, like a fpreading Cedar 
That grows to hinder fome delightful — 
im 
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HimIcutdown. | 
Next my old Father’s Ghoft, whom I impatient 
To have my Hopes delay’d, haftned by Violence 
before his fatal Day ; 
Then my enraged Son, who fertis to becken, _ 
And hale me to him. Icome, Icome, ye Ghofts, 
The greateft of you all; But fure one Hell’s 
Too little to contain me, andtoo narrow 
For all my Crimes. Dies. 
Enter Mirvan and Haly at feveral Doors: 
Haly. Go mufter all the City-Bands.,. pretend it 
To prevent fudden Tumults, | 
But indeed to fettle the Succeffion. 
Mir, My Lord, you are too fudden, you'll 
take erh unprepar’d. 
Alas! you know their Confciences ate terider. 
Scandal and Scruple mutt be firft remov’d, 
They ~“ be Pray’d and Preach’d into a Tu- 
mult : 
Bue for Succeffion, | 
Let us agree on that; there’s Calawah 
The eldeft Son by the Arabian Lady, 
A gallant Youth. | a 
_ Ha.I, too gallant, his proud Spirit will difdairi 
To owe his greatnefs to anothers Gift : | 
Such Gifts as Crowns, tranftending all requital, 
Turn Injuries. 7 (he know 
No, Mirvan ; he muft be Dull and Stupid; left 
Wherefore we made him King, = 
_ Mir. But he muft be good natur’d, tractable; 
And one that willbe govern’d. (he’s beholding to. 
Has, Aod have fo. much. Wit to know whom 


Mr. 
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Mir. But why, my Lord, fhould you look fur. 
ther than your felf? = © = (confider 
Hz. I have had fome fuch Thoughts; but I 
The Perfiax State will not endureaKing (am, 
So meanly born; no, I'll rather be the fame I 
In place the fecond, but the firft in Power:. 
Solyman the Son of the Georgian Lady 
Shall be the Man: what Noife is that ? 


7 Enter Meflenger. 
Meff. My Lord, the Pfince’s kate Vi&torious 
Army ° {thing 


Is marching towards the Palace, breathing: no- 
But Fury and Revenge; to them arejoyn’d 
All whom defire of Change, or Difcontent, 
Excites tonew Attempts, their Leaders 
Abdaland Morat. | 

Ha, Abdal and Morat! Mirvan, we are loft, 

fallen from the top | 

Of all our Hopes, and ca{t away like Sailers, 
Who fcaping Seas, and Rocks, and’ Tempetts, 


perifh 
Ith’ very Port ; fo are we loft 1 th’ fight | 
And reach of all our Wifhes. {trangely ? 


Mir. How has our Intelligence fail’d us fo 
Ha, No, no, I knew they were in Mutiny ; 
But they.could ne’er have hurt us,. 
Had they not come at this inftant'period, 
This point of time: had'he livd two Days 


longer 


- APardon tothe Captains, andaLarges 


Among the Soldiers, had appeas’d their Pucy: 
Had he dy’d too Days fooner, the scaanecmas . 
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Had as we pleas’d, been fettled, and fecur’d 
By Soffy’s Death. Gods, that the World fhould 
turn | | 
On Minutes, and on Moments! 
_ Mir, My Lord, lofe not your felf 
In Paffion, but take counfel from Neceffity 
T’ll to °em, and will let them know - 
The Prince is dead, and that they come too late 
To givehim Liberty ; forlovetohim 
Has bred their Difcontents; I'll tell them boldly, 
That they have loft their Hopes. 
. Ea, And tell them too, 
As they have loft their Hopes o’ th’ one, they 
: have loft (defire 
Their Fears o? th’ other: tell their Leaders we 
Their Counfel in the next Succeffion ; 
Which if it meet difturbance, | 
Then we fhall crave Affiftance from their Power, 
Which Fate could not have fent ina more happy 
| Hour, © [Exzt Mirvan. 
Enter Lords, Caliph. 
Cal. My Lord, (Gate. 
-Ye hear the News, the Prince’s Army is at the 
. Ha, I, [hear it, and feel it here; [ Afide, 
But the Succeffion, that’sthe point  ~ 
That firft requires yourCounfel.  __ | 
Cal. Who fhould fucceed, but Soffy? 
_ Ha, What! in fuch times as thefe, when fuch 
anArmy = © | 
Lies at our Gates, to chufea Child our King? 
You, my Lord Caliph, are better read in Story, 
And can difcourfe the fatal Copfequences 
‘When ChildrenReign, * Cal 
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Cal. My Lords, if you'll be guided 


_ By Reafon and Example. 


Enter Abdal. amd Morat. 
Ha. My Lords, you come moft opportuncly, 
we were entring 
Into Difpate about the next Succeffion. 
Ab. Who dares difpute it? we have a power- 
ful Argument 
Of Forty Thoufand ftrong, that fhall confute him. 
Cal, A powerful Argument indeed, Ss 
4b, T, fucha one as will puzzle all your Lo- 
ick 
And HiftinGions to an{wer it; 
And fince we came too late for the Performance 
Of our intended fervice to the Prince, 
The wronged Prince, we cannot mere exprefs 
Our Loyalty to him, than in the right 


Of his moft hopeful Son. 


Ha. But is he not too Young ? | 
Mor. Sure you think us fotoo; but he, and we 
Are Old enough to look through your Difguife, 
And under that to fee his Father’s Enemies. 
i : A Guard there. 
Enter Guard, 
Mor. Seize him, and you that could fhew rea- 
fon or example. 


Ha. Seize me! for what ? | (Mirza, 
Ab. Canft thou remember fuch a Name as 
And ask for what ? (Horrour ; 


Ha, That Name I muft remember, and with 
But few have dy’d for doing, 
What they had dy’d for if t cy had not done: 

It 
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Tt was the King’s Cotnmand, and I was only 
Th’ unhappy Minifter. 
Ab, I, fuch:a Mumifter as Wind to Fire, 
“That adds an accidental fiercenefs to 
Its natural Fury. (thy Malice 
Mor. If'twere the King’s Command, twas firft 
*Commantded chat Command, and then obey’d it. 
Ha. Nay, if you have refolv’d it, Truth and 
Are weak and idle Arguments; | 
‘But tet me pity the unhappy Inftruments. 
Of Prince’s Wills, whofe Anger is our Fate, 
And yet their Love’s more datal than their Hate. 
And how well that Love hath been re- 
quited, i : 
Mrrvan your Confident, 
By Torture has confeft. : (fhaws. 
“Mor. The Story of the King, and of the Ba- 
Ha. Mirvan, poor-fpirited Wretch, thou haft 
+ deceiv’d me; Oo 
Nay then farewel my Hopes, and nexe my Feats. — 
oo Kater Softy. 
- So, What-horrid Noife was that of Drums and 
Trumpets, that ftruck my. Ear ? 
Whar mean thefe Bonds ? could not my Grand- 
> fires Jealoufie | 
‘Be fatisfied upon hisSon, butnow (comes next. 
Mutt feize his déareft Favourite? fure my turn 
' Ab. "Tis come already, Sir; but to fueceed 
* ‘him, ‘not them: : 
Long live King Soffy. 8. 
_ — W'thout Drums and Trumpets. — 
| Sd. 


The SOPHY. 8. 
So. But why are thefe Men Prifoners ? _ 
Ab, Let this inform you. | 
So. But. is my Grandfire dead ? 
Ab. As fure as we are alive. Cem ; 
So. Then let em ftifl be Prifoners, away with 
Invite our Mother from her fad retirement, © 
And all that fuffer for my Father’s Love, | 
Reftraint or Punifhment. : 
7 Enter Princets. 
So. Dear Mother, make 
Our Happinefs compleat, by breaking through 
That Cloud of Sorrow, 
And let us not be wanting to our felves, 
Now th’ Heavens have done their part, 
Left fo fevere and obftinate a fadnefs 
_ ‘Tempta new Vengeance. (violence 
Princefs. Sir, to comply with you Tl ufe a 
Uponmy Nature; Joy 1s fuch a Foreigner, 
So meer a Stranger to my Thoughts, I know 
Not how to entertain him; but Sorrow 
Ill made by Cuftom fo habitual, 
°Tis now part of my Nature. | | 
So, But can no Pleafure, no Delight divert it ? 
Greatnefs, or Power, which Women moft affe@, 
It that candoit, ruleme, and rule my Empire. 
Princefs. Sir, feek not to rob me of my Tears, 
Fortune "ee = | 
Her felf isnot fo cruel; for my Counfels 
Then may be unfpecefsful, but my Prayers © 
Shall wait onall your A@tions. | 
Enter Solyman, 4 from the Rack. Guard. 
So. Alas poor Solyman, how is he altered - 
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Sol. Why, becaufe I would not accufe your 
Father, when your Grandfather — (has 
Saw he could not ftretch my Confcience, thus he 
‘Stretcht my Carcafs. : 
Mor. 1 think they have ftretcht his Wit too. 
Sol. This is your Father’s Love that lies thus in 
my Bones ; (fia and 
¥ might have lov’d all the Pocky Whores in Per- 
Have felt it lefs in my Bones. | 
So. Thy Faith and Honefty fhall be rewarded 
According to thiae own defire. 
Sof, Friend, I pray thee tell me whereabout 
my Knees are, 
I would fain kneel to thank his Mayefty : 
Why Sir, ‘for the prefent my defire is only to have 
A good Bone-fetter, and when your Majefty has 
~ done that Office | 
To the Body Pelitick, and fome skilful (Body 
Man to this Body of mine (which if it had been a 
Politick, had never come to this) I fhall by that 
Time think on fomething for my fuffering: 


But muft none of thefe great ones be Hang’d for _ 


Their Villainies ? | [ Afide, 
Mor. Yes‘certainly. 
Sol. Then I need look no further, fome of their 
Eftates. 
Will ferve my turn. | 
Sol. Bring back thofe Villains. 
| Enter Haly and Caliph. 
Sol, Now to your Tears, dear Madam, and 
the Ghoft | an 
Of my dead Farther. wa'l I confecrate 
ro _ The 


We I aes et 
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T he firft Fruits of my Juftice: Let {uch Honours 
And Funeral Rites, as to his Birthand Vertues 
Are due, ‘be firft performed, then all that were 
Aétors, or Authors of fo black a Deed, 
Be facrific’d as Viétims to his Ghoft : 
 Firft thou, my holy Devil, that couldft varnifh 
- So foul an A& with the fair Name of Piety : 
Next thou, th’ Abufer of thy Prince’s Ear, . 
Cal, Sir, I beg your Mercy. | — (tion 
Ha, And Ya fpeedy Death, nor fhall my Refolu- 
Difarm it felf, nor condefcend to parley 
With foolifh Hope. =| oe 
So. T were Cruelty to fpare em, Tam forry © 
I muft commence my Reignin Blood, but Duty _ 
And Juftice to thy Father’s Soul exact 
This cruel Piety; lets ftudy for a Punifhment, 
A feeling one, ~ | | 
And borrow from our Sorrow fo much time, 
T’ invent a Torment equal to their Crime. 
7 | [Exeunt. — 


THE 


EPILOGUE. 


IS‘ done, and we alive again, and now 
Theres no Tragedy, but in your Brow. 

And yet our Author hopes vou ave pleasd, if not ; 
This having faild, he has a fecond Plot : 
Ts this, the next Day fend us in your Friends, — 
Then laugh at them, and make your felves amends. 
Thus, whether it be good or bad, yet you | 
May pleafe your felves, and you may pleafe ws too: 
But look you pleafe the Poet, left he vow 
A full Revenge upon you all, bat how? 
"Tis not to kill you all twenty a Day, 
Fell do’t at once a more compendious way 3. 
He means towrite again , but fo v:uch wore, 
That Jeeing that, youw ll think it a jafeCarfe, 
For cenfuring this: "Faith give him your Applaufe, 
As you give Beggars Money 5 for no cau/e, | 
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